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DON’T KNOCK !—. 


Here your sditor ts 


to answer questions and discuss topics of generat 
interest. Write to him: Editor of the Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., 
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, ECA. A envelope: 


‘end 


‘will ‘ensure a reply. 


VERY interesting letter thie 
7. Oe 

Huddersfield reader, who "has 

taken the MaGNer for the last 
two years, and tells mo ho has not missed 
‘a copy—and does not intend fo mies one 
Thave made note of the kind of stories 
he likes beat, and can assure him that 1 
‘will boar thom in mind. 

He aslce mo to give him a fow hints on 
home photography. Tho beat hint 1 
‘can give him in thie direction ix to go to 
hhis local photographic dealer and ask him 
for a handbook on tho anbjoct. It would 
take up a great deal of my space to explain 
everything that he ought to. know if he 
tupizes to do really good work at homo, 
‘and most of the big photographic firms 
publish handbooks which explain every- 
thing for tho amateur. Some of these 
handbooks aro frve lors who 
fell the nooessar 
pleased to help 
ther a booklet. 
obtainable for a few pence, and these 
give o completo lint of the required 
Chemicals together with the prices of them, 

‘Photography is 

A REALLY INTERESTING HOBBY, 
but my chum shoutd not forget that the 
actual taking of the photograph is ovon 
‘moro important than tho  <eveloping. 
Nover let the sun shine on the lens, and 
don’t try to take snapshots in shady 
woods, or, in the house, late in the 
evening. “Timo” exposdres should be 
net for such photographs, and a tripod 
of astand should boused.” When pressing 
tho shutter lever, do it smoothly and 
lowly, to avoid ‘shaking the camera— 
especially with @ box-form camera. Don't 
get too clow to your subject unless your 
Camera ig fitted with a portrait attach: 
ment. Whon taking snapshots, if your 
uhuttor has various speeds marked on it, 
you should generally uso 1/25. At the 
Beoaide, in Gunny Wosthor, uso 1/50 oF 
1/100. 

By the way, if you are any good at 
photography, you can 
MAKE MONEY WITH YOUR CAMERA 
jn several ways. The majority of news. 

8 aro always ready to buy reall 
Good” photographs of any” out-of-the- 
ordinary scene which you snap,” 
‘ond, in. addition to the monoy-prize 
‘competitions which are held by some 
journals, many of tho ordinary. photo- 
graphic ‘firms will purchaso good photo. 
Graphs whieh have been teken by. their 
cameras, or developed by means of their 
chemicals. Particulars can be obtained 


from any dealer. 
Hill, who asks for information on 


how to become a butcher. 


Like all other trades, thore is a 
deal to be learned in butchering, en: 


HE noxt letter this wock comes 
from Arthor Ward, of Haverton 


reat 
this 


chum should call oa the best butchers 
in his neighbourhood and aak if they would 
bbe willing to take bim ae a “loaner” oF 
‘apprentice. There are two kinds. of 
butchers: those who buy their animals, 
Kill them, cut them up, and supply tho. 
smaller butchers ; and the small butchers 
who buy the meat and retail it. 


i 
Therefor may chum should Setide which 
branch he wishes to. enter. 


If it in the 


brough he has o better chance of gettin 
‘situation in one of those towns. 

Whilo I havo @ “breather” read this 
‘amusing joko, for which Frank Todd, of 
38, Merlin Cresent, Town Hill, Swansea, 
Glam, has beon awarded one of ‘our dandy 
pocket knives : 


Soe ee 
s Siedust 2 “ ba 


WORD OF, WARNING 
here, chums. 


bargain books 
first.“ Tho Holi 
tip-top stories of Harry Wharton & Con 


you can choose from : 
¥y Annual,” containing 


veyfriars; Tom Morry & Co., of St. 
Jim's ; Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood ; 
‘magnificent photogravuro and colour 
plates, tricks, puzzles and many other 
ine features,” published at Gg. And 
second :, "The Popular Book of Boye’ 
Stories,” a veritable budget of healthy: 
adventure yarns on land and sea—pub- 
ished at tho bargain prico of 2s. 
Order one or both of these record-breaking 
Annuals now end I can-aseure you that 


you'll be more than satisfied with your | chap 


SCOTTISH reader writes to me 


purchase, 
to ‘ask for some informetion 
about, 


‘WHISTLING TREES ! 


My chum will havo to go to the Sudan if 
ho wants to listen to these! certain 
insect deposits its lerva inside the treoe, 
and. causes them to swell out with tele 


biadders. Eventuclly tho insect crawls 
owt of this, leaving a thorn-like shoot, and 


€d. | opening instalment whi 


‘very mauch like © flate ! 
‘are. really v 


HAILSTONES AS BIG AS ELEPHANTS 
fell at Soringupatem, India, in the yoor 
1870! ‘Takes some swallowing, docan't it 
—but listen @ minuto : 

Red, white and blue hailstomes fol! in 
Russie in the year 1880, and : 

Block rein fell in Ireland in the your 
wand ho. investigated. these 

sciontists who investi 

things say they sro tree—so. there you 


By tho way, any reader who would like 
an early reply’ to his query abould send 0 
stamped, uddremeod envelope with hit. 
Ketter, and I will do my best to let him 
have 'tho information he requires by 
roturn of post. 


Now wo come to « clover Groyfriam 
limerick which has boen submitted bi 
‘pirman Road, 


He's naught but an ass 
‘And turns his Form master’s hair white 1 


OW wo'll have a look at the Black 
‘Book, The Greyfriars yarn,whieb 
Thave in store for you noxt weok, 
ina roal corker, and Frank Richards 
hax lot himeolf go in 
“THE MANDARIN’S VENGEANCE !* 
which has more laugha and thrills to tho 
square inch than smn I've read for a 
long time. Frank Richards in really an 
expert “‘icixer,” and the way he has 
mixed his ingredients for this story will 
‘win him evea more laurels than he already 


P°vo" already made mention of the 
topping football, serial John Brearley. in 
werting for us: “UP, THE ROVERS |” 
This now yarn is, calculated oven to beat 
this great ‘author's previous rauaterpioce + 
“Tho Teat Match pope the 
‘will eppeas in 

fo” te 

very Sant 


ter. 
‘Added to those fine features, thero ia 
the usual two-page “ Greyfriars Herald 
supplemont, which is bound to make you 
laugh until your sides ache, and our 
shorter features—by the Greyfriars shyme. 
ster and “* Old Ref,” the human “footer 


next- week's MAGNET is 
hold your interest from #] 


“if you know of better holo go to it?" 
Wel, if you know of @ bettor mag then 
the Maoker-—go to it.” But T koow you 


don't 1 
YOUR EDITOR. 


Now's Send along your Joke or your Greyfriars Limerick—or both—ond win our useful prizes of 
he { Wether pocket wallets “ond Sheffictd “steel “penlinives.. AM cfforte “to be went’ to? jo 
the Time “ Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.A (Comp.). 


HARRY WHARTON & CO, ON TOUR! 


THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
‘Bumps For Bunter ! 


ut ERE he comes!” 
He 
“Bag him 


gets on board,” 
“and jolly well bump him!” 

“Yoo, rather!” 

‘Tho sun was setting over the groat 
harbour of Hong Kong. Alroady fights 
wore beginning to twinkle emong tho 
dark greonory of the Peak. ‘ 

‘Harry Wharton & Co., leaning on the 
pail of tho yacht Silvor Star, at anchor 
in, tho rondstoad, watohed ‘a sampan 
sliding out across the glimmoring water. 

Tn the sampan sat Billy Bunter. 
atts, ft ycommianance of William 
jeorge Bunter wore a. grin of cheery 
tatisfootion, But the Famous 
Fivo of the Greyfriars 
Remove did not grin; thoy 
frowned, 

Billy Buntor had bad an 
fternoon ashore, without 
eve! Ferrors Locke had 
ft the yacht, | with strict 2 
injunotiona to the. juniors to remain 
aboard until he returned. Billy Bunter 
hiad cheerfully disregarded thoso instruo- 
tions. Locke bad not yet returned; but 
hove was Bunter coming back in a state 
of fat and happy satisfaction. And the 
‘Famous Five waited for bim to arrive, 
to tell hima what they: thought of hii 

and to signify the samo in tho usu 


vid Harry 
said Frank 


00m as ho 
id Cherry, 


Bingh. 
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It was a spot of glating red that had 
frat attracted the exes of tho, jantors £0 
the sampan. They had wondered what 
it was. As tho boat drew nearer they 
Tepognised Dilly Bunter, with & gorgeous 
crimson cummerbund ciroling his exten- 
five equator. Bunter had evidently been 
doing some shopping in Hong Kong. 
Bonter's tasto in colour ran to the gor: 
geous and gaudy. But in that cummer- 
bund the Owl of the Remove hed really 
excelled himself. It rivalled the red 
glow of tho sun sinking behind the hills 
StChine. 
‘The sampan drew nearer, Bunter’ 
stacles flashing back the 


fe aetting sun, 

jesaTey gas fat band to the row of 
io 5 

"hey frowned, but thoy could bardly 


China—the Iand of mystery, intrigues, up- 
risings, pirates, bandits, peace and industry— 
China, the fascinating, eternal enigma ! 


help grinning. Bunter in that cummer- 
‘bund, on a closer inspection, was almost 
too much for them. 
path? howling seat” esid Johnny 

“Fatteo ole Bunteo velly funneo!” 
murmured Wun Lung, with his soft 
ghuckle, “Fattes ole Bunteo too muchee 
ae fell Billy Bont 

“I say. you fellows.” Billy Bunter 
stood ‘ap’ in the sampan os it glided 
Under, the rail. “Hore, we are egsin! 

rou been roosting on the yacht al 
while T've been ashore? He, he, he! 
‘You're rather fatheads, aren't you?” 

The fat junior heaved his weight u 

the eccommodation ladder. He grunt 
3 he landed on deck. 

““T say, Wharton! Pay the boatmen, 
will yout” 

wo 


RICHARDS 
Thriller. 


“Beast! Pay those beastly Chineso, 
Bob oa pint) POT Celoewn 
“ive only dolla 

“Ita only-a dollar,” said Bunter, 
“Chuck, "those “beggars ""e dollar, 
Franky.” 


“ Bow-wow!” 
“Lend mo a dollar, Johnny, 


Til fend” you" boot!” grunted 
Johuay Bull,” ara 
wr tag; Inky. are you going to Tend 


tig phe Answer is in the estocmed noga- 
ive.” 

“Yah! Y say, Won Lung— 
. “\No lendce dollee,” said tho Chinese 
junior, “Why fatteo old Dunteo no 
Payeo?” 

Bunter grunted. 

“Well, T don't ‘want. to waste money 
gh, theso beastly heathens,” ho. said. 
“But if you follows ere going to bo 


” grinned Bob Cherry. 


i 

Bunter extracted one of his own 
dollars and tossod it into the sampan. 
He watched it regretfully as it went, 
Bunter's supply of cash was running 
short. It had. not been renewed ince 
the Famous Five had lent him quite a 
sum at Folkestone, in the 


handsome 
belief that they were parting with 
Bunter for a long time. ‘They had not 


arted ‘with Buntor, however. 
Bunter "was not so. oasily 


dollar. 


Both of them looked 
expressively up at Bunter. 
Perhaps they had éxpected something 


in tho way of a tip. But expectations 
of that “sort were quite futile where 
William George Bunter was concerned. 

Had Bunter tippod them ‘an extra 
dollar or two they would have ‘how: 
towed mith great respect, and. wished 
him a long Mio and happiness. a'dozen 
wives and five hundred sona, As it was, 
they ‘mado. remarks in Chineto which 
Bunter eid notunderstand, bat which 
did not seem expressive of gratitude oF 
goodwill : 

What aro they saying, Won Lung?” 
asked Bunter. "I suppece you can un 
Gerstand that idiotic jabber. as its your 
own silly language. Are they thanking 
ona 

‘Wun Lung grinned. 

“No, tankeo Buntee,” “he answered. 
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“Baates man say you vely ugly foleign 


devil. Wishee big shark eatee you all 
up, and) linkes” you makes” ehark 
sickeo.”” 

“Ha, be, bot” 


“ Cheeky’ rotters!” said Bunter indi 
nantly, “I wish T hadn't paid them 
now!’ I don’t believe in pampering 
these heathens. Blessed if I can see any- 
thing to cacklo at, you fellows. ‘Yell 
thera to clear off. 

‘Tho sampan men did not scom in a 
hurry to clear off. They seemed to 
hays more to sy to Bunter. But ono 
‘of the yacht’s crew tossed chunks of coal 
at them, and they pushed off and 
Aeparted x 
pater the Famous Five surrounded 

unter. 

“Now, you fat villain!” said Harry 
Wharton, 

*T say, you fellows, no, larks! 
come back hungry! I—" 

“You dodged us, and went ashore 

jthout leave,” said Wharton. “You 
might have caused @ lot of trouble, as 
you did at Singapore, If Mr, Locko had 
Zomo back and found you gono—” 

Bunter sniffed, 

“Lovie never would come back et all 
if J dadn't gone ashore,” be seid. 


I've 


“You aco, Tve saved his life—" 


“Wha-sat, 7 

“Rescued him, you know, at the risk 
of life,” said Bunter. “That yellow 
Nillain, ‘Wang, had him, ‘and 1 
rushed’ to, the rescue and saved him. 
Lucky for him I wont ashore, wasn't it? 
‘You fellows couldn't have done it. 
was the right map in tho right place, 
eeusual.” 

‘Tho chums of Groyfriars stared at 
Bunter. . 

‘Ho had almost taken their breath 


frabjous foozler!” gas 
‘4 hb yer think ve or 
oF 
2 a take my word! 
said Buntor, with dignity, 
‘Oh crumbs! 
“Locke will tell you all about it when 
back, 


ho comes Lack,” atid, Bunter. F'v0 
‘a torrifio time, you men, “Fighting 
scores of savage Chineso—" 

“Oh scissors 


“Knocking thom right and left” suid 
Bunton," You should have seen me—» 
nan down at every blow! You fellows 
would have been scared! Not mo! 
Tocky for Locke I wasn't! I felled them 
‘right and left. Some of them I left for 
doad! they, had swords and daggers 
fand guns—T bad my fists! But,» pair of 
good British fists did the trick! | Of 
Siurso, it needed pluck. But. that’s 
‘where i 4 cams, Grallestiy 7d 

"Yo is!” gasy 

Oo Youteyou—you. fat frabjous fiber !” 


roared Wharton. “Do you think we’ 
believing a word of it?” 

“You see, it’s true—" 

“Collar him? 

“Bag him!” 
ten oe! say, you. fellows, 

0 yourgroogh =I keep on 

talling gourmet irl shaved. ie: wink 
mean, I saved his life—ow 1!” 

Bump! 


Billy Bunter sat down on the deck of 
tho Silver Star with a concussion that 
almost shook the yacht, His roar 
flosted over the waters of Hong Kong 

bour as far es Kowloon. 
Wiboop 1” 
Give him another!” 
“T say, you fellows— 

Bump! 

““Yooop! I say—yaroooogh! I say— 
beip 


jum} 
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“But if you go ashore sgain without 
leave—" 


Woe bore yore? 
“ We'll: burst 2 
“Yow-ow! Beasts! I tell you I 
shayed—saved Ferrers Locke! “Saved 


his life—ow—' 
“Givo him another for his whoppers!” 
Bump! 
Be 
Billy Bunter cat and 
tho chums of the Remove, ha 
ministered stern justice, left bim to 
roar, 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

Amazing | 

UNDREDS of sampans, moored 

along the shore, giimmered 

with lighted lanterns. Lanterns 

swung on the sampans that 

glided across the harbour under the 

Stars, There were myriads of lanterns, 

‘of all shapes and sizes and colours. In 

tho dusky night, China socmed to the 

Greyfriars juniors » land of lanterns 
Tt was a fairy-like soene, 

But Harry Wharton & Co., as they 
lounged by the rail, were _ gettin 
worried by Ferrers Locke's prolong 
absence. Dinnor had been served in the 
saloon at the usual. time, and Billy 
Bunter was still at it, long after the 
other fellows had finished. “His adven- 


tures Hong Kong, and his bumpin, 
on the Silvor Starr’ hed not affected Bob. 


Bunter’s appetite. Several dinners bad 
boen packed away into his capacious in- 
terior, and he was still going strong. 
On tho calm waters of Hong Kong 

rbour, thero was no danger of voa- 
kness; and so Bunter saw no reason 
why he should not load to capacity. 
And he proceeded 20 todo. 

‘Tho chums of the Remove, gazing at 
tho fairy-like scene across ‘tho starry 
waters, wero thinking of Ferrers Locke. 

‘Ho had gone ashore that morning, to 
communicate with Mr. Won Chung 
Lung, tho fathor of Wun Lung of tho 
Remove, to tell tho Chines morcbant 


Kong. No word m 
‘and thovgh the juniors did not think o 
disobeying his instructions, they were 
gotting & little tired of being cooped up 
on the yacht in the harbour, | They 
gould not take french leavo as Bunter 


had done; but they would have enjoyed 
Tamble, in Hong Kong and ‘up the 
jeep sides of the Peak. 


But what worried thom chiefly was 
tho doubt that Ferrers Locke might 
have met with some mischance. _ Th 
Mandarin Tang Wang wes in| Hong 
Kong; they had seen him watching tho 
yacht from o sampan, when they camo 
in from tho Chins Sea; and it was 
likely enough that thero, were, many 
members in Hong Kong of the “tong,” 
of, which Tang Wang was the. chict. 

fad something happened to Ferrer 
Locke? 

‘Bunter could have given them news— 
indeed, was eager to do so. But they 
did not think of listening to Bunter. 
‘The fat junior’s claim to have saved 
Ferrers 's life in Hong Kong 
seemed to them an even steeper yarn 
than most of Bunter’s yarns; and they 
declined to ‘hear details.’ So they 
watched the shore and weited anxiously. 

‘Mr. Green, the mate, had returned 


on board: but he had nothing to tell 
‘them of Ferrers Locke. They wondered bit 


and began to worry 8 little. 


THE MAGNET 


“That rotter Tang Wang was very 
likely looking for « chance at him,” said 
Bob Cherry. “I wonder—” 

"Mz. Locke knows how to take care of 
himself" ‘said Nugent, “And Hong 


Kong is s British city.” 
“Plenty “ef Chinese in it, though,” 
ssid Bob. “I know that ho never ox- 


ected to be away all dey. 

“Mayn't in touch with Wun 
Lung’s pater yet," remarked Johnny 
Ball. ("Do you think your paier's in 


Hc Kony 
No tke! "Mo tinkee fathoo along 
Canton.” 
dae HO 25. that up, tho rivor—what 
you call itt Chee rwhat 
stad Bob. wees 


‘Wan Lang grinned. 

“Chekiang!” he said. “What you 
call Canton river. Canton ninety miles 
up fom Hong Kong.” 

“TY say, you fellows—” 

Bunter had finished eating. He rolled 


gn deok with some little difficulty, He 
had packed the foodetutis not 
Wisoly but too w 

“Ob, dry up, Bunter * 

dean tall Jou — 

“More whoppers!” gruntod Johnny} 
Bull, Do you ‘want “to bo. bumped 
again?” 

“Beast! I tell you I saw Looko i 
Hong Keng today.” re is 

gy ean 


“Beng, Wang bad bagged him—! 
“I roscued, bim—" 
“Fathead 1” 


“Aftor that—~” continued Bunter. 
“After that you woko up!” asked 


ee, being in Hong Kong, tho mandarin 
can be “collared “for bagging Locke, 
under the British flag—he would have 
been killed if I huda’t rosoued him—” 

“Doem’t he roll. it out as if it was 


ass!" exclaimed Harry 
‘What's tho of spin: 
ly yarn like that, when Mr. 
ho beck: prosently, to prove 
that you've been fibbing ?” 

“But L ain't fibbing !" howled Bunter, 
almost desperately, “I'm telling the 
truth, you beast.’ 


“You couldn't if you tried.” 
“Not that he’s ever tried |” 
Johnny Bull. 
““F tell you-—” roared Bunter. 
“Ob, dry up!” 
Billy Bunter morted with indigna. 
tion, It was hard lines not to be bo- 


said 


hen 
no wolf, that nobody believed him when 
the wolf really came, For once, mar- 
vellous to relate, Bunter wes tclling the 
truth! And he found no believers 

“You'll believe mo when Locke es 
back and tells you it’s true, you beasts!” 


he growled. 
“Ahen grinned Bob Cherry. 
ane eheniakiog: will AP fr i 
“Bunteo,tellee plenty, big whoppeo!” 
remarked Wun Lung. “Buntee no can 
telloe tluth.” 
“You cheeky heathen! I tell you I 
getyinte jTang Wang's garden on the 
renk, and there was ce, and I saved 


“Fathead 


EVERY SATURDAY 


My bat 1 


sald Johnny Bull, surveying Bunter’s cummerbund. “* Are you going to wear that awful thing ? 


“For 


‘Goodness’ sake give a fellow a rest |” snapped the fat Removite. ‘* Anybody would think it’s my fault I’m so uncommonly 
‘good-looking 1” 


“Thoy’d sunk hita in the take up to 
his neck, and left bim to drown,” said 
Bunter. ' “I saved his life—’ 

Pile it on” 

“It's true!” shricked Bunter, 

“How many Chineso did you kill with 
terrific righthandorsi” Bob 


Chores, 

“Woll, I don’t know that I actually 
killed any,” said Bunter cautiously, 
“But I knocked them right and left— 
sigantio ruthane—" 

Ha, ba, hal” 

“Ye can, cackle!” yelled Bunter. 
“ Bat if you'd soon those Chinese bandits 
going down like ninepins— 

“Ha, ha, hol” howled tho juniors, 
‘Tho mental picture of gigantic Chine: 

its, going down under _ Billy 
Bunter's fat fists, was too much for 
them. They shrieked. 

“Baste!” I toll you—" 

“Ha, he, hal” 

{Oty fast mo, somebddy 1” gasped Bob 
Cherry, wiping his eyes. “Bunter will 
bo the death of me some day! 1 know 
he. aa - fell 

“I eay, you lows——" 

“Ha, Ks: ha!” 

Yn the deep dusk a sampan glided 
slorgside the yacht. A lcan, native 
figure stepped lightly on board, while 
tho yacht was ringing with the merry 
laughtor of the Groyfriars juniors. 

“You seem to be highly emused about 
somothing, my boysi” said a quiet 
voice. 

"Harry Wharton & Co, spun round. It 
was Ferrers Lock.! The Baker Street 
eteative Tooked of thom with 0 smuiliog 


ag. 

“Oh, you've come back, sir!” said 
Harry! ol'm jolly glad to see, you 
again. Wo wero beginning to think 
that something must have happened to 


you, 
“Something very nearly did,” said 


Locke quietly. “But has not Bunter told 
* unter” repeated, the Famous Five, 

“The | bea: "t believe me!” 
wailed Bui 


“Bunter’s been telling us 
tall storics, Mr. Locke,” 
“He makes out that ho saved 
in Hong Kong. Of course, we didn’t 
believe 8 word of it.” 

“T can hardly blame you,” ssid Locke, 
with a laugh. , “Nevertheless, it bap: 


knocked down _ Chinese 
bandits right and leit?” gasped Bob. 

“What? Cortaialy not. If Bunter 
hhas been telling you any such nonsen: 
no wonder you did not believe him. 

“Ob, really, yor know —" 

“But—but what happened, then?” 
asked Wharton in amazement. “Of 
course, we didn’t believe a single word 
Buntor said—" 

“Beast!” 

“Naturally,” assented Locke. 


“But 


there was s grain of truth in the chaff. 
I went to Mr. Wun Chung Lung’s 
“hong,” and his chief clerk, Pong, led 


me into a trap. He was a secret mem- 
ber of the Red Dragon tong, as I 
Tearned later. I was made 3, prisoner 
by, the Mandarin Tang Wang.’ 

‘Ob, my hat!” 

“7 wae sunk in the lake in his garden, 
and left with the water up to my chin,” 
said Ferrers Locke quietly. “That was 
‘8 form of torture to force me to send a 
message on board for Wun Lung to 
‘come ashore. to place him in the power 
of his enemy. Needless to say, I 
should never have sent the message, but 
T should ave perished in the lake when 


You” 

“Groat | pip!” said Bob Cherry 
dazedly. “What ass was it said the ago 
of miracles was past?” 

“Oh, really, you beast—” 

unter, it sooms, had landed in somo 
h trouble with a éot of coolics, 
and running away from them ho 
dodged into Chinose garden, and hid 
there in a pagoda,” said Locke. By 
fortunate chance it was Tang Wanj 
garden, and Bunter aaw mo in tho tako 
after the scoundrol had loft mo there 
to dio, He released mo—” 

“Thero wasn't any scrapping?” 

“Not at all.” 

“No gigantic bandits knocked right 
and loft—" 

forrers Locke laughed. 

“Nothing of tho kind! We returned 
to Hong Kong together on a cable car, 
and I sent Bunter aboard whilo I went 
to the police. ‘Tang Wang's house is 
now in possession of the Hong Kong 
police; but as I rather anticipated, the 
mandarin had fled in time, and ho has 
escaped. The rascal, Pong, however, 
has been takon—the first mombor of the 
Red Dragon tong to fall into the hands 
of justice. ‘That is why I have been de- 
layed so long in returning. T supposed 
Bunter had told you—” 

“Well, he didi” admitted Wharton, 
“But, of course, we thought it was all 
gamnion.” 

“Oh, really, Wharton—” 

“I am under some difficulty in deal- 
ing with Buntor,” said Ferrers Locke. 
‘He might have caused great trouble by 
disobeying orders and going ashore; 
but as it turned out it was very fortu- 
nate for me. That, however, does not 


t cxcuse Bunter.” 
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“Ob, roally, Mr. Locke!” ejaculated 
tho bal of the Remove. He blinked 
at e Bs Street detective in sur- 


1d. indignation, Bunter’s view 
Mar that he bad covered himself with 


slory. 
ee Sonsidering how the matter ended, 1 
can say nothing more on that subject, 
aid ke. “Bunter certainly ran 
tome risk ia relenting: eho delayed 
hie own fight for a full five minute 
and every minute might have cost him 
his life.” 

“Great pip!” said Bob. 

‘The juniors stared at Bunter. 

Bonter smnitked. 

Ho. was getting justice at last! 
folt like the king coming into 
Sai 


He 
own 


‘Johnny Bull, however, gave a grunt. 


“[" suppose’ even Bunter couldn't 
scoot off and leave you to it, sir!” he 
ronarked, fe No. Salle, would have, 

Oh, really, Bull—” 

“Quito so!” agreed Ferrers Locke. 
“ Novertholess, every minute that Bunter 
remained in Tang mi oe garden was 
fraught with terrible danger, for ho 
certainly would havo been killed bad he 
been caught while releasing me. Bun- 
tor showed 9 courage that I hardly 
expected of him—" 

‘Oh, really, Mr, Locke !' x 

“T cannot, therefore, say, anything 
forther about your foolish and thought- 
Jess disobedience, Bunter, in the cir- 
oumstance But you must not let it 
Soeur again.” a 

‘With a nod to the juniors Ferrers 
‘Locke went below. 

Bunter blinked’ vauntingly at the 
Famous Fivo. 

“Woll, what have you got to say 
now?” he demanded. 

The Famous Five had nothing to 


grateful!” 
P “Still, T'm accustomed to 
ingratitude. You fellows have Dever 
thtbied mo for all that v0 done for 
you. Btill, 1 suppose you'll own up now 
that I aaved Locke's life—and set you 
fellows an example of pluck and won- 
derful presence of 2 

“Ob, my het!” 


“I'm not the fellow to brag,” went 


“But I think you wil 
when, it comes to,eheer pluck, I'm the 
man” said Bunter. - 
‘Oh? 
Which of 
dono what I 
"Task yout” 

“Any ono of us,” grunted Johany 
Bull, “and, without gassing about it 
afterwards.” 

‘Bunter 

“That's 
from you 
loll about the ship like 


ou fellows would bavo 
lid?” demanded Bunter. 


lot of dummies, 


wi T rush inte fear perils and save 
hi Well, when you've got ss much 
pluck emong the lot of you.as I've got 


in my little finger, you'll do.” 

“Ob crumbs |” 

“I don't want any more of your rot- 
ten, serving jealousy,” said Bunter 
sqreraiy. “Now that Pve proved that 
I’m the only fellow here with real 
pluck, the best thing you fellows can do, 
is to take me ss an example. Keep 
your eye on me, and do as 1 do. ‘Try 
to live up to mel, ‘Try to bu worthy of 
my friendship! That's my advice to 


‘And Bunter rolled away, leaving the 
chums of the Remove gasping. 
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THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Bunter In All His Glory 1 


HE pext morning Billy Bunter 
° I ‘was going. strong. 
fannnter bad, or, once, in his 
{st eareor, doce a thing that was 
not disoreditable, that’ was in’ fact, 
‘quite creditable. 
Stripped of sll Bunter's fatuous ex- 
seserations, the story really was to his 
it 


. There gas no doubt that while he was 
in the mandarin’s garden on the Peak, 


fat Owl had been in a state of pal: 


pitating fears yet in spite of his terrors 
ho had delayed his flight to release 
Ferrers Locke from the lake, from 


almost certain death. 
Any of the other fellows, certainly, 


would have done it, and without con: 
sidering that they bad done anything 


of the common. But it really 
was something very much out of the 
common for Butter. 

Johnny Bull prophesied that Bunter 


would spread himself now, and that 
there would be no holding him, 
Johnny Bull was right! 
The other fellows thought that 


Bunter had acted decently for onco; 
but Bunter's own view was far moro 
magnificent than that. 

Bunter, was blessed with @ powerful 
and vivid imagination; and ho had tho 
happy gift of believing, more or less, 
in his own fertile fancies. 

‘Ho forgot his 
mandorin's gai 

been no enemy i 
hho emerged from his hiding-placo and 
released Ferrers Locke. Ho forgot, in 
fact, everything that was not happy ‘and 
glorious. “On the other hand, he remem- 
bored many thrilling - eireumstances 
that bad never occurred, 

Like, tho little peach in the orchard, 
Bunter's exploit grow and grew and 
Brow. 

__ At breakfast ho told tho juniors about 
it all over again. By that time it had 

Imost, out of recognition, like 
celebrated beanstalk, 


ipitating funk in the 
len, He forgot that 
sight when 


‘without leave the 


had gone especially 
‘errers Locke, 
how matters stood, 


and gone snglehended to tho rescue. 
He had not dodged into the mandarin’s 


‘The bravery of Bunter, his amezin 
pluck and wonderfal presence of mind, 
formed a topio of which Bunter seemed 
unlikely to tire; though the rest of the 
Greyfriars party were soon fed-up with 
i 


‘According to Bunter, he had com- 
pletely outshone and outclassed any- 
thing in previous recorded 
Horatins at the bridge, Leonidas 
pass of Thormopyle, the Old Guard at 
Waterloo, tho crew of tho Birkenhead, 
the defenders of Lucknow—even the 
men who fought on the Somme—were, 
compared with Bunter, as moonlight 
unto sunlight, as water unto wine! 
Being convinced of this, Bunter natu- 
rally did not hesitate to say so. Ho 
wras not one of those fellows who bido 
their light under a bushel, 

But William George Bunter did not 
confine his attention wholly to romanco. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Bunter had « practical vein in him. 
Ho oxpected gratitude from | Mr. 
Locke; and he expected that gratitude 
‘& practical and substantial 
on 

‘And as Bunter was seen counting 
over 0 doublo handful of silver dollars 
that morning, the juniors guossed that 
Mr. Locke's gratitude bad taken the 
practical form desired by Bunter. 

‘After which they longed to kick him 

tho length of the Silver Star and back 
again. But they folt that Bunter ought 
not to be kicked just at present—not 
his glory had faded a little. 
In tho meartimo, they bore with him 
¢s patiently as they could, trying to re- 
member the ancient injunction that onc 
should suffer fools gladly. 

Forrera Locko find Business ashore 
that morning; and when ho camo up to 
take the boat Bunter blinked round at 
him, “Ho was telling tho Famous Five, 
for the umpteenth time, what @ heroic 
hora he was; but he broke off 

“Locke going ashore?” he asked. 

“Looks Hike fet" said Bob, 

“Then I shall have to leave you 
fellows. I'd better go with him. 


‘won't be safe without me," 
Bunter. 
“Oh crumbs” 
“You {at idiot-—" 
Bunter rolled over to tho Baker 
Streot detective, Ferrers. Locke was 
king, fo Mr. Green, the mate; but 
Buntor “butted “in without cero 
Billy Bunter was now—or thought 
wag—a, privileged 
"Going ashore, Afr, Locke?” he asked 
breezily. 
Locke, gave him a 
he said brief 
yt come, I suppese?” 


lance. 


quite prepared to, give up my 
time,” anid | Bunter. fter what 
ned yesterday, I suppose you'd 
refer mo to keep along with you. 
Don't think Pmind T don't?” 

Mr. Green gave him, 
his mouth and 
Locke algo gavo him a I 
‘turned his back on him and continued 
to, apeak to tho mato. Billy Bunter 
blinked at the detestive's, back, and 
waited impatiently to get his attention, 
But ho did not t get it, “Having finished 
speaking to tho mate of the Silver 
Star, Ferrers Locke walked across to 

roup, of juniors apparently for 
geet’ ihe (ot and inportent’ exiet 
‘once of William George Bunter, 

“Tam going ashore, Wharton,” daid 
Forrers Locke. “I expect an answer 
from Mr. Wun Chung Lung to-day, at 
his tong. “Probably Be.” Wun will 
ome down tho river to take his son 
home ‘personally. In tho meantime, 
Wun Lung must remain hore in safety; 
he cannot leave, the ship till he is 
handed over to his father.” 
nal Het?” said Won Lung cheer- 
fully. 

“Bat, you boys may hare #, walk 
ashoro,” continued the detective, “Tang 
Wang has fled from Hong Kong—prob- 
ably back to his own city of Pan-shan, 
whero ho is beyond our reach. But 


it is very probable that he hes loft 
spios_ in Hong Kong—in fact, fairly 
certain. 


Still, I do not desire to keep 


We 


Precaution.’ 
“OF course. sir,” said Harry. 
“T have arranged with Mr. 


take you for walk through the city 
and show you the sights,” said Ferrers 
Locke, He smiled. “No doubt you 
would’ prefer a ramble on your own; 
but Tam sure you understand that that 
is not permissil remember what 


happened at Singapore.” 

“That's all right, sir,” said Bob, 
“We'll be jolly glad to trot round 
under Mr. Green's wing.” 


“T trust you,” said Locke, “to re- 
main with Mr, Green while’ you are 
ashore, in which case no harm can 
come to you. If any member of the 
party should show disposition to 
wander ”—he did not mention Bunter’s 
name, but the juniors understood —"I 
rely on tho rest to keep him in hand. 
No member of the patty must be 
alloyed to wander away from the 
rest.” 

“Rely on us, sir!” said Harry. 

“Very well,” then, As soon as Mr. 
Green is ready he will take you ashore 


A POCKET KNIFE 


is always useful. Well, why not 

) to work, and hee Co like 
ridge Str 

Hliemete Bares Wiscel wh has 

the following amusing joke: 


Stowly-moving bus 
came to, another standetil 


hurry ae all that!" 


It's never too late 
y'know! 


to start, 


Good-bye 


in 9 sempan. for the 
present! 

Locke stepped into the boat, and was 
rowed away to the pier. 

Billy Bunter stood’ gaping with 
indignation. 

Ferrers Locke had gone without a 
word to him, just as if he did not 
matter! Obviously, he did not want 
Bunter’s protection ashoro! 

Harry Wharton & Co. looked very 
bright and cheerful. ‘They realised tho 
need for caution, and were prepared to 
carry out Locke's instructions to the 
very letter. ‘There was no doubt that 
‘they would have preferred a run ashoro 
“on their own”; but they were content 
to sce the sights of Hong Kong under 
the cate of tho mate. Only Bunter 
looked indignant and moroso. 

“I like that!” ho said. “1 must 
say, I like that! Locke seems to have 
forgotten that I saved his hfe yester- 
ae 


“Oh, give us a rest!” said Bob. 

“If Locke thinks I'm going to. walk 
up and down Hong Kong with a 
Sunday-school treat !” 

“Fathead!” 

“With” @ blinking 
watching—” 

“It’s vory_kind of Mv. Green to 
give up his timo to us, fatlicad ” 

“Who wants him 'to?’” demanded 
Bunter. “1 can tell you, I'm jolly 
well not standing it. “If "Locke had 
asked me to take charge of the party 
it would have been all right! My 
Might as well be back at Grevi 


steamer’s mate 


taking a blessod walk with old Quetch.” 
‘Mr. Green called across the deck. 
“Ready in half an hour, -young 
gentlemen!" 
“Ay, 8%, called back | Bob 
Cherry checrily; and tho mate grinned 


you fellows—" 


“Shut up, Bente 
“Shan't!’ Look hero, that | cheeky 
gone to his cabin! Let's call a 

id clear!” 


"m jolly well going to call a 


“Do!” said Bob, “and if you try to 
get into it we'll pitch you down into 
the saloon and sit-on you.” 

“Tho sitfulness on the esteemed fat. 
headed Bunter will be terrific,” vid 
Harreo Jamset Ram Singh with’ nod. 

a Alet what 1 aa ? 

“For goodness’ sake, shut up!” 

ving, Locke's lio 

iim, somebod; 
Walking round like a 
Hh a Fatended, mate in 


gharge ‘said Bunter indignantly, “As 

ff I hadn't proved that I'm tho fellow 
to tako charge" 

“Cheese it! 

“Thore isn't any danger so yon 
fellows needn't bo in a funk. And if 


there's any danger, I shall be there to 
protect you. 
“Ring off!” 
idering that I saved Locko's 


“You'll need somebody, to save your 
own life if you don't shut up!” 
bawled Bob Cherry 

“Beast! Tip going ashore,” 

Buntor, went to the side and beckoned 
to ono of the many sampans plying for 
hiro in Hong Kong harbour. ‘Tho sam- 
pan came up to the anchored yacht 
at once. 

As it bumped on the side the Famous 
Five collared Billy Bunter. ‘They 
flattened him out on tho deck and 
Johnny Bull sat on him, There was 
& roar from the Owl of the Remove. 

“Ow! Leggo! Gerrup!” 

Johony Bull settled himself com: 
fortably on a podgy chest. 

'm sitting here till Mr Green's 
ready to start,” he remarked. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Ow! Beast! 


east! Gerrup! IT won't 
go!” gasped Bunter “I—T'll stick to 
my old pals! Gerroooogh!  Gerrup! 
You're squish-squish-squashing me! 
Wow 

Wharton tossed a small coin to tho 
sampan man and he sheered off again, 
Bunter was allowed to rise. 

He glared at the Famous Five with 


a glare that alniost cracked his 
spectacles. 
“You you—sou_ beasts—" ho 


gasped. “I'vo a jolly good mind not 
fo come with you now. T'vo 0 jolly 
good mind te wash my hands of the 
Whole thing. I'vo a jolly good mind to 
chuck you and wash my’ hands—” 
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“Wel, they could do with a wash!” 
remarked Bob. 

“Ha, ba, ha!” 

“Beast! T mesn—" 

“Might as well wash your face wh 
you're about it,” suggested Nugent 
don’t believe you've washed it since 
wo, broke up at Greyfriars last term.” 

“Yah tt 

Bunter rolled away to prepare for the 
trip ashore. He did not, petheps, give 
much attention to ablutions; a waste of 
soap and water had never been one of 
Bunter's weaknesses. But he came up 
ina Panama hat that belonged to 
Wharton, a clean collar that, belonged 
to Nugent, a necktie that belonged to 
Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh, and a 
cerimson cummerbund that belonged to 
Iimself—and really could not possibly 
havo. belonged 10 anybody else. 

‘Bob Cherry shaded his eyes with 
hand as Bunter dawned on him in the 
cummorbund.  Bunter's extensive cir- 
eumferenco often attracted a second 
glance. With that gorgcous sesh round 
it, it was likely to attract a third and 


coe hath a ing to 
“My hati Are you going to wear 
that “awful thing, Bunter?” asked 


Johnny Bull. 

‘Bunter's fat lip curled. 

Hy" wore this yesterday in Hong 
Kong,” he said, “and J can tell you 
tho girls noticed iti Lots, of them 
Tooked round at, me and smiled.” 

“No wonder ™ gasped Bob, 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

“For gooduess’ sake, 
gest from this paltry jealousy.” snapped 
“Anybody would think it vas 

‘own fault that ho's un- 
commonly good-looking, the way you 
fellows go on.” 

“Oly erikoy 1” 

“Aoll, wo shall bo, able to find Bun- 
tea af ie gets Josh”. grinned: Nugent 
“Wo could see that jolly old cummer- 
bund a mile off.” 

“'I shouldn't advise you follows to 
wear them,” said Bunter, "It isn’t 
¢yorybody who can wear a cummorbund. 
You noed a good fi 

“Aaa whatter?” gasped Bob. 

“A good figure—like minc! Grace- 
ful, you know.” 

“Qh, Christopher Columbus !” 

“Skinny fellows liko you would look 
guys in & cummerbund,” said Bunt 
"YT don't like to sco a’ fellow looking 
a guy." 

i Kgon_ away from the looking ass, 
then.” 

‘ah 


When Mr. Grocn was roady @ sampan 
eatried the party ashore, cummerbund 
und all. “And the juniors soon had 
proof that one of Buntcr’s statements 
At loaet, was well-founded. People un- 
doubtedly looked round at Bunter and 
‘undoubtedly they emiled. 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Booked for Macao! 


about Macao?” asked 


“Macao?” repeated Harry. 
“Yes, I've scen Hong 

Kong already—I_ did it preity 

thorougbly yesterday, you know—" 

“Wo haven't done it yeti” remarked 
Bob Cherry. 

{ hope you're not going to be selfish. 
Wo ought to have a look at Macao 
while we've got the chance,” said Bun- 
fer. “T've boon reading about Macao 
ina paper. It's m Spanish settlement 
and—’ 
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“Portuguese, fathead.” 

“Well, I knew it was something of 
the sort,” said Bunter. “it’s on the 
other sido of the river—the something- 
or-other river—" 

“Tho Canton river, ass.” 

“Yes, and it’s a jolly place, from all 
accounts,” said Bunter. “They call it 
tho Monto Carlo of the East. Gamb- 
ling goes on there the samo as at Monto 
Carlo, you know. ‘That's rather rip- 


ping.” 
“Ts it, asst” 
“Yes,” rather! ‘There's = Chinese 


game ‘called | something-or-other they 


play thore—" 
“Dye never heard of Chinese game 
ob, 
“Aro you suro it's 


called something-or-other,” said 
shaking ‘his bead. 
not called what-d’ye-callit?™ 

OF thingeabob™ suggested N 

"Or thingurabob?” suggested Nugent, 

‘Tho juniors had stopped for a rest 
after a walk about Hong Kong—or 
father, they had stopped. because ‘Bun- 
ter wanted a rest. Bunter could do 
with good many ‘rests when bo went 
walking. On o seat in the Connaught 
Road facing the shining harbour, the 
Greyfriars fellows watched the ove: 
shifting scono before their eyes, 
especially a steamer lying at a’ pier, 
which was apparently about to put to 
sea. It was not a seagoing steamer, 
however, and Mr. Green told them that 
it was ‘tho daily bont thet ran from 
Hong Kong to Macao. 

‘The juniors would have been 
run across the Che-kiang and 
look at Macao, o settlement where th 
Portugues have been ever since 1557. 
But as tho return trip would havo 
taken cight hours it was not to be 
thought of, Besides, they, wanted to 
see Hong Kong. So far, they had not 
seen a lot of that great city, with Billy 
Bunter, setting the pace at that of an 
old and fired snail. 

Bunter was full of Macao. Evidently 
ho had. been looking the ‘matter up; 
‘though his memory was rather like a 
siove on that subject az on most other 

“It’s no end of & game, what ever it's 
called,” said Bunter. “Fum-fum, 1 


ton, laughing. 

‘Yes, that’s it, fan-tan,” 
“Well, they don't allow it in Hong 
Kong, you know——" 

“I '‘should jolly well think not.” 

“So sporting fellows run, across tho 
river to Macao for a game,” said Bu 

“The Portuguese ain't so jolly par- 
ticular. In fact I've read that Macao is 
1 dying pluco, and would peter out al- 
togother if they didn’t raise money by 
licensing gambling saloons.” 

“Pity it doom't peter out altogether, 
then,” said Johnny Bull. “Presious ex: 
ammplo for white men to set tho 
Chinese” 


“That's all very well,” said Bunter. 
“But I'd like to have a bit of a 
flutter, now I’m in funds. What about 
breaking the bank ond coming back 
wih 8 sackful of ge a 

“I can seo ioi1 it!” grinne 
he you doing itt” g 

“The fact is, I think I'm the chay 
to doit,” explained Bunter. “It needs 
2 cool head, & quick oye, a sieady brain, 
a keen intellect, a: ‘an iron nerve. 
Well, that’s mo all over.” 


“There's nothing much to, see in 
Hong Kong,” said Bunter, "Besides, 
T've seen it yesterday. Let's cut neross 
to Macao, We can dodge Green.” 


THE MAGNET 


“Can yout” asked Mr. Green, who 
was walking up and down behind the 
seat where the juniors sat, amoking bis 
pipe. 

Bunter jumped up and blinked round, 

“Oh! F-1 didn't see you there, Mr. 
Green! II mean, IT was just, say- 
ing that we wouldn't think of dodging 
you, you know.” 

r. Green grunted and walked on, 

Bunter snifled. 

“Tm fed-up with that fellow!” bo 
said. “He's not respectful, Did you 
notice the way he gruntod?’ Just os if 
ho didn’t believe what I said to bim! 
Low, J call it.” 

“Well, what about gotting ont” 
tsked Bob Cherry, rising ‘from tho seat, 
“We didn’t come here to take root.” 
“No hurry,” said Bunter.“ Wo've 
ample time to cut down to, the pier and 
get on the Macao stoamer.”” 

“We're not going, on the Macao 
steamer, fathead,” said Harry. "We 
shouldn't be back by sunset,’ 

“What docs that matter?’ Let's stay 
tho night at Macao; I'll stand the exe 
out of what I win at fan-tan, 

“Oh crumbs!” 


“You silly ass!” eaid Nugent, “Mr. 

Locke gave us leave to see Hong Kong 

with Mr, Green, “Wo can't go. noross 
9 


“That's all rot, of course, You'll bo 
safe with me.” 


“Sit on his head, somebody !"” 
“Think of playing fum-fong—T mean 


fing-fang—that is, fan-tan, and winning: 
pocketfuls of money!” said Bunter, 
“Of course, you follows couldn't; you 
inaven’t the brains, or the nerve, But 


you can wateh. mo. 

“Wo're to disobey Mr. Locke's orders 

g0 over to Macto, and sit aroun 

watching you gamble in a casin 
4 'Bob ‘Chor; 


“Deast | Macto's 
placo,” said Bunter. i 
torical thinguinmies, ‘Thore’s 
thingumbob dating from some contury 
or others & what-do-you-call.it, 
where What’ 


You take hin other ear, Johnny,” 
said Bob. 

Wal Brome oli fab oes, BU 

‘ith a grasp on cither fat car, Billy 
Bunter “rove from the, seat, aod the 
Greyfriars party marched "on. Mr; 

teen put his pipe in his, pocket 
followed. Bunter rubbed his ears when 
they were released and scowled. 

is little round eyes gloamed behind 
his big round spectacles. Billy Bunter’s 
fat mind was made up on a trip to 
Macao. His fst imogination was filled 
with visions of heaps of wealth won on 
the fantan tables. Banter did not sco 
why ho should lose the chance of mak. 
ing an immense fortune just to please 
these beasts, 

But it was clear that the beasts were 
not going to Ict him take tho steamer 
to Macno, so strategy was indicated. 

Bunter could be strategic. 

“Ow? he ejaculated» suddenly and 
halted. Z 

“Tired again?” soked Johnny Bull 
tarcastically. “We've been walking, at 
Joast two minutes since the last rest.” 


EVERY SATURDAY 


N 

AS 

Almost before they knew what was hap 
of 


“‘Phere’s a stone in my shoe!” said 
Bunter indignantly. “I shall bavo to 
tako it off. “I'll catch you up.” 

“Buck up, then, fathead I” 

Tho juniors strolled on as Bunter 
stooped’ to his shoe. “But ho did not 
wntie tho shoestring. Mr, Greon, less 
than a dozen yards ahead, halted for 
Bunter to. come up. He was not, going 
to lose sight of him. The juniors 
halted, too, and they waited impatiently 
for Bunter. 

‘Thoy waited in vain. As thoy halted, 
and_as Bunter saw that they would go 
no farther, the fat junior rose and cut 
off with a oudden rush. A number of 
people were going down fo the Mucao 

at, and in a twinkling Bunter 
vanished into the crowd. 
plist Wharton & Co. stared after 

inn, 

“What ig thet fat idiot up tot” ex- 
claimed Bob, 

“Bunter?” roared Mr. Green. 

“He's bolted |” 

“After him!” 

Mr, Greon uttered an expressive sea- 
faring expression. 

hita back ?"-he exclaimed. 


“Get, 
fancy he's making for that steamer. 
Got hold of the fat fool and yank him 
back" 


“Yes, rather!” 

Forrers Locko had 
that if any member of the party wan- 
dored he was to be fetched back. And 
the juniors rushed after Bunter to fetch 
him back without losing a moment, Mr. 
Groon following them at a ‘more 
moderate pace. Mr. Green was an 
netive sailorman, but he had passed the 
period of life when s foot race appealed 
fo hina. 

‘Tho ‘steamer was about to cast off 


ven instructions 


pening, the Famous Five were mixed up in a shindy with the loafers, in the midst 


which Mr, Cunha and Bunter walked away. 


from the pior, and there was a crowd 
round tho gangway—passengers, friends 
tocing them off, and the usual noisy 
twarm of Chinese coolies, ‘Tt was not 
easy to run down a fellow in such & 
crowd, who did not want to be caught, 
‘and Bunter had been lost sight of. 

But a glaro of red, like unto a 
tropical setting sun, on the deck of the 
steamer caught Wharton's eyes for 
moment. It was Billy Bunter’s brilliant 
cammerbund. 

There he is!” shouted Wharton. 
“Qn the steamer! Quick I” 

Ho ran across the gangway, bie chums 
at his heels. There was time to collar 
Bunter and yank him off before tho 
mootings wets cast loose. 

“Ticket | Ticket 1” shouted somebody. 

But the juniors, in hot hasto to catch 
Bunter, did not heed. They bar; 
through the crowd on deck towards the 
spot whero Wharton had caught sight 
of the erimson -cummerbund gleaming 
from afar, like the plume of Navarre in 

poem: 

‘But Bunter was gone. 

Evidently the fat junior had his fat 
wits about him. He had dissppeared 
Into some recess ofthe. steamer, and 
the juniors hunted him over the 
crowded deck in vain. 

Whatton and Nagent plunges back t 

‘and Nugent plunged back to 
the gangway. But Bob and. Johnny 
Bull ‘Hurree Singh were still mixed 
up, with the crowd; and they waited 

Bioualy. ‘Tho gengway a> draws of, 
and, to their horror, they found the 
Steamer moving. 

Whether they should have e back 
qrithout Bunter thoy hardly line, ‘bus 
ack without the rest 


they could not go bi 
of the Co. The space between tho 


stoamer and the pier widonod; and an 
the pier they sighted tho, stocky figure 
‘of Mr. Green, standing like a statue of 
wrath, his tanned face purple with rago. 
‘Thero was no help for it; the steamor 

jlided out‘as Bob and Johnny and 
Frureee “Singh breathlessly "rejoined 
their chums at the side, But they camo 
pinot Bunter, Bunter was lying very 
ow. 

“Ob crumbs! 
Bob. 

“Tho oft-fulness is terrific.” 
‘That fat villain——” 
“That frabjous freak—’ 
“Green looks as if he’s going to burst 


Wo're off!” gasped 


boiler I"” 
‘On my hat! We're booked for 
Macao now! I—-I—W'll burst Bunter all 


steamer” gasped Wharton, 
. Groen, still purple with fury, 
faded out of the picture, with tho pier 
‘and the crowd on ‘The steamor 
threaded her way among many islands, 
en route for the Portuguese port forty 
miles away across the Canton River. 
‘There was no help for it; the chums 
of the Remove wero booked for Macao, 


‘And they could only make up their 
minds to slay Bunter when thoy laid 
hands on him. In the meantime, there 
was nothing to be done but to pay for 
their tickets and make the best of it. 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Finds a Friend! 
ILLY BUNTER grinned a fat 


B Se was wedged in a corner 
of tho settea in the saloon of 

the river steamer: and sa tho saloon. 
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as fairly well crowded, even his “Ye ke _perhi bor?” be 
Desuultl’ Suchierband was fairly. well anidy in a rel ob a 
hidden from view. “Thanks!” ‘said Bunter; and he 


Generally Bunter quaked when on 
steamer and tho vessel got into motion; 
now he rejoiced. As soon ss the 
steamer was away from the pier, be 
fancied that he would be away from 
those interfering beasts Harry Wharton 
& Co, and {reo to follow the devicss 
‘and desires of his own fat heart. 

Bunter did not yearn for their com- 
pany, now that he had a pocket full of 
silver dollars of his own, All. he 
wanted was to be left to do exactly as 
ho liked. And if the beasts did not 
like ity they could lump it If Ferrers 
Locko did not like it, he could lump 
it, too. Having escaped from custody, 
Bunter gave up his fat mind to con- 
templation of what he was going to do 
at Macao, 

Passongera in the saloon, he found, 
were, in many cases, as interested in 
fan-tin oa. he was, pimself. Many 
worthy eltizens of Hong Kong bai 
{taken that bout for a ‘change of air.” 
Judging by their conversation they 
‘were attracted moro by the amo. o! 
fan-tan than by any change of air that 
tho Portuguese settlement could offer 
them, 

Bunter grinned serenely as 
steamer chtirned her way among 
islands, and made» wide sweep across 
tho ‘estuary of tho Canton River for 
Macao. Io yas not aware that Harry 
Wharton & Co, were on the boat, And 
he would not have cared much had he 
been aware of it. Tt was too late to 
drag him back to Tong: Kong now. 

‘As for tho troublo he might give by 
this escapade, Bunter did not think of 
hat at all. ‘That Borrers Locke's plans 
inight lo, disarranged way a matter of 
very small moment to William George 
Bunter, Consideration for others had 
never been his. stiong point, 

Fortunately, for Bunter, the day was 
alm, the sea smooth and and 
the ‘steamer’ steady. Ho was’ not 
troubled by any inward qualms, oven 
after the Fiver steamer got out into the 
immense estuary. of the Che-kiang. 


tho 


‘He sat in his corner and took out the 5 


hag in which ho carried his dollars. 
and began to count thom. Ho. had 
spent some money. already on sticky 
aweetmeats, and sticks of sugar-cane. 
But he had a whole hundred dollar 
eft, And, with that, sum as capital, 
and his Own marvellous intellect | to 
back it up, Bunter had little doubt that 
he would sweep the fan-tan tables, As 
for the morality of the matter, Bunter 
did not think of that nt all. A fellow 
couldn't think of everything. 

Ho closed the bag rathor hastily, and 
shoved it foto @ nocket under his cum- 
merbund, as a little, dark gentleman 
dropped ‘on tho seat beside him. 

‘Tho dark gentleman, Bunter guessed, 
belonged to Macao, and was probably 
going home on the steamer. He looked 
a Portuguese. Perhaps with @ dash of 
something darker, his swarthy faco had 
shiny, oily look. His eyes and hair 
‘wero black as tho raven's wing. and a 
slight slant to the eyes hinted that all 
hin ancestors had not come from 
Enrope. If he over washed, he did 
not show any effects of it.’ But his 
manner was. politeness itself es ho 
raised his hat to Bunter before sitting 
down, as if to apologise for intruding 
fon #0 important a personage. 

Bunter wondered for an_ uneasy 
moment whether he had noticed the 
bag of dollars. ‘The Portuguese did not 
seem to haye done so. Ho selected @ 
cigarette frome case, end, with 
another bow, offered tho case to Bunter, 
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helped himself to 2 cigarette, which he 
was very careful not to light, however. 

He did not want to begin his trip 
with internal_convulsions. 


is Cunhs—Vesco Cunha," 
ite little gentleman. “I 


Bunter set, «little more, upright 


Vasco Cunha looked 2s if he would 
bo all the better for a wash; but be was 
certainly @ man of considerable judg- 
ment. He had taken Buntor for a lord 
at a glance, which nobody at Groyfriars 
would ever have droamed of doing. 
“I have friends emong the British 
nobility, who have travelled in China,” 
went on Mr, Cunha. “A. great friend 
‘of mine is Sir Baronet de Duke Vis- 
count, ‘Perhens o relation of yours” 
Nunno !" unter, 
Mr, Cunha scomed rather 


mixed 


f about the titles of the British nobility, 


‘among whom he had friends. 

“You go to Macao?” asked Mr. 
Cunha. “As a gentleman who bas 
many English fricnds, may I take the 
liberty of warning you to. keop. awa 
from tho fon-tan tabies? Many 
go to them and lose 
is very foolish.” 

‘This was excellent advice—it Mr. 


gli 
their money. 


Cunha was in earnest. Dut Bill 
Bunter was not looking for ood 
advice. 


“The fact is that’s what I'm going 
for,” he said. 

‘Ah, you are one sporteman!” sald 
Cunha. 
junter stnirked. 

“You are so rich you will not miss 
the money, if you lose at the game of 
fantan? i understand. 1 am a man of 
some experience, and I could see th 
you belong to the rich nobility. ‘That 
is why I takod tho liberty to. warn 
to avoid fantan. Yet,” con! 
Cunha thoughtfully,” 

, as I sco you are, 
it i undoubted that 


2 fortune is to bo maked at fan-tan.” 
“You. think eof” 
eagerly. 


esked Bunter 


‘seen many men ruined,” said 
nha. “But they were reckless, 
id Jose them the 


Tro a cool hoad,” said Bunter. 
“You know the game, senhor?” 
“Well, T'vo nover played it”, ad- 
mitted Bunter. “I there's o 
Chinaman with o rako, that's ell.” 
‘Mr. Cunha smiled genially. 
Tam aca 


and 
Macao,” 
where 'a few weeks ago I won 
thousand dollars.” 


Bunter's eyes bulged behind his big 


spectacles. 
Pecthirty thousand dollars!” he 
gasped. 

‘That is not so much perhaps 
sounds,” smiled Mr. Cunha. 
Mexican dollar, which is much used in 


Macao, is worth two shillings of Eng- 
lish money. So it was only about threo 
Mhousand of your English pounds that 
T wonned.” 

“My hat! 
thousand pounds: 
“How long did it take 

ust bo patient! It taked 


to win three 
Bunter. 


It the game, 20 that you will be well ac- 


EVERY SATURDAY. 


_ Bunter had no objection to exercise 
ing patience to the extent of making o 
thoes voneis an ous a Mi 
tut again I warn you,” saic re 
Cooha. "Unless you “koep cool, “un 
less you have nerve, do not play? 
«_1Ob, I've lots of nerve? said Bunter, 

‘Only’ yesterday I caved a man's life 
from a horde of Chinese bandita.”” 

“E possivel?” ejaculated Mr. Cunhs, 
groatly impressed. "I do not doubt it, 
Senbor. As soon as I seo you, 1 say 
& myself, Bis Fogle att leman has 

1 courage of one lion. if, you care, 
senbor, I will show you the, fan-tan 
houso 'that"I mention. “Myself, I do 
not play any more, since I havo wonned 
@ fortune, But it amuse me to so tho 
play. Ié will be. an” inestimable 
pleasure, senhor, to show you how the 
ame is played.” You wil grasp it in @ 
Yegy few sai. 

é say, it’s awfully good of you, 
Mr. Cunha,” said Bunter. ij 

He wondered whether Mr, Cunha 
would want to be tipped for’ this ine 
estimable service, Stila men who hed 
recently won o fortune at fan-tan could 
bardly bo in want of a tip. ‘Though 
even Bunter could not help noticing 
that the Portuguese gentleman hod not 
spent any of his immense guins on 

“Not at all,” said Me Cunt, fa 
fact, if you oare to walk on tho deck 
with mo) Twill exploin something of 


ainted with it before. you “coach 
cao: 

“Good egg” exclaimed Bunter 

They prosoeded on deck, Billy Bun- 
ter feeling that fortune’ was. fairly, 
smiling on him in sending him this In: 
Yaluable friend who: could initiate’ him 
into the mysteries of fan-tan, so that ho 
would be ready to swoep the board 
when he arrved at the only. really ro 
spectable fan-tan house in Macao, 

‘Mr, Cunha was algo feeling that for- 
"fe hunted the. Hong Kong 

fo. haunted the Hong Kong Macao 
boat ‘regularly, looking for gulls to in. 
veigle into the gambling housce in the 
Portuguese citys And hover had MM 
Canha come upon a gull” with 
mouth so wide open. 

Mir. Cunha ‘wished from the bottom 
of is oily heart that there were a lot 
are gy presen like Basler Koocking 
about ‘Heng Kong. It would. have 
mudo him ‘fool more surer whoro his 
to-motrow's dinner was coming from. 

As they walked om tho rather crowded 
deck, both of them in a highly satisied 
frame of mind, though for different 
reasons, there was a-sudden thout. as 
five exasperated schoolboys sighted the 
crimson ‘cummerbund, 


“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!" 
he is!” 


ig him 
“Bump him!” 
"Bunter, you fat villain——” 
Billy Bunter was surrounded, 


Mr. 
Vasco Cunha stared at the juniors in 
forprise, Buster ‘bliaked ‘st them in 
angry astonishment. 

T say, you fellows, I didn’t know 
you were on the boat!” he ejaculated. 
ZY eay, what have you como for? f 
ent aut you 

“You fat, piffling ise—"? 

‘Ohy, sheer off! Pesta Bunter dis- 
daintutty, 

“What?” roared Bob Cherry. 

“Sheer off!” repeated Bunter. “I've 
no use for & mob of silly achoolboy 
Hogg your distance” a 

“Why, you—you—you——” gas} 
‘Wharton. Collar him! Wo can't get 
him back to tho pier now, but we can 
jolly well bump him!” > 

“The bumpfulness will be terrific, my, 
esteemed Bunter.” 

(Continued on page 12.) 


HALT HERE, YOU “ FOOTER ” FANS! 


! Way 
mM ly die 
Wl i 


al 


Y¥ way of a stort this week I shall dos! with « question 
sont to mo by a Maoiner reader {rom Coventry, because 
I think my remarks theroon may be of general interest, 
‘eaposially in these early days of tho soason. 

“ Toan't afford to spond a lot of monoy on my footbslt boots," 
writes this correspondent, ‘and I want to get tho utmost 
Valuo out of those which I do uso. How oan Ido it?” 

"Tho first esoontial conooraing football boots is to got @ pais 
which nice and, tightly, without being uncomfortdble in 
‘any sense or in any place, tho best boota are generally cheapest 
jn the long run—it you look aftor them—and that meana I 
am advising my readers to buy the best they can afford: 

‘And now look after thom a little more carcfully—though 
not in quite the samo way--as you look attor thom shoes you 
wonr on Sundays. As soon as: possible after s match got the 
od off thom” don't give it time to work ito the lether and 

on 

Having got therm cloan and dry, apply w little which 
has the effect of keoping them soft, Seo that the studs ere 
all right; renow thom when they bogia to woar down. Taking 
these procautions you will bo surprised ot the longth of timo 
{8 good pair of football boote will last. Indeed, they will prob- 
ably last oo long that in due course you will be able to 
theta ovor te your brothor Tommy (when your own foot have 
grown too big for thom), and that will save @ birthday present. 


It fe even worth while keeping them in shape 
with a tree.” 


ROBABLY my readors, whon watching » professional 
mateh betwoon famous’ playors have noti this 
touches, in @ way, upon the boot question—that tho 
Ince of the boots aro worked underneath the sole and 

thon crossod and tied round tho instop, ‘This ian't just s fad 
‘of an indioation of * swank.” ‘The sco worked round in this 
way londs stability to the boot at the part whore it nosds it 
‘most—around the instop. I used to think that it also gave mo 
froalor confidence in my boots, « feeling of greater soourity, a8 
it ly oot, 


the boot waa really all in one with the f 
Thore ia plenty of ovidonce that readers of the Maaner who 
Jove football, either a8 a game to play ors gamo to watch, 
don't go about with shir eyee shut. +I have Sotiood,” writes 
#8 lad from Bradford, 

“ that referoes ond lineamen scent to be working 
this season, Have they worked 

‘out some new aystem ?”” 


T have also noticed the samo thing at some of the matches 
T have witneseed this eoason, and the now systom is really 
‘ho ontoom of experimonta made last sonson by Bir. Tom Crew, 
tho referee who, a8 you may remember, had tho honour of taking 
tho Cup Final betireen Arsenal and Huddersfield Town, 


TURING the close season, Mr. Crow called meetings of 
tho leading referees and. lineemon in various pate 
of the country, and those fellows agrocd to copy, 

Pt tiated ‘the methods which Mr. Crew sdopted in the 

‘will try to explain, es simply as jible, what theae mothoda 
sce, "Tha’ nein done that the Uneames! should bs of more 
tasistance to referees than they have boon in tho past, By an 
arrangement mdo beforehand, 


each Linesman is allotted one haij of the field—he 
doesn't dash up and down and right along the Tine 
0 in former times. 


One Tinesman patrols, in the broad senso, ono half of his 
Jino, and the other linesinan patrols the other half of his line. 
Obviously this means that ofton in the course of a game thero 
ig. comor of the field which ia*aot under the direct eyo of the 
ineaman. : 


What “ Old Ret"? dosan’t know about 
footer isn't’ worth knowing. Shoot your 
In mow-—the more intrioate they aro 

‘the better he likes “em f 


In the ordinary course of 6 ‘ings in or near that 
commer would be missed, but this risk is reduced to m minimum 
bys diffrent Tino of action taken by tho rofermo. He 
docen't go up and down the middio of the field, but works 
diagonally, from the left-hand corner-flag at ono’ond of the 
Bold to the right band cornor-fag at the othor ond. 

‘Thus the referee ta always on that particular side 
of the fiela from which the tincaman 4s absent, 
control, 
is that 
‘always one Jinesman in’a propor 


OR. yoars there has been talk of appointing, so far as tho 
really iroportant matchos are concornod, gonl-julgos 
to dooide vital points. It is claimed by Mr. Crow, 
‘and those who are in agrecraent with him, that if th 

new system is properly workod, therd is, no necessity for poal- 
i ‘there ia always ‘one official or another right up 
with the play, no mattor how quickly the ball may travel 
from end to end, 

‘This stom is not merely useful ae aaving the referee from 
making mistakes when it is a matter of inches as to whothor 


sas oF has not besn scored; the linosman can aso bo 


a 
of ool assiotanc 


once: offside decivions. Iinagino o 
tion which often arisos. One sido ia defonding stubbornly. 
juddonly full-back or o haif-back gots tho ball and ba 


it ight up tho fold with 8 hugo kick 

‘Tho controforward of hie side has been waiting for eucl 

‘8 chanco, but it is possible that ho may be in an offvido positio 
‘The referee is not in a position to tell, because, of 
necessity, he te a tony way behind the batt, 

‘Whon thia new system is working, however, thero is a linosman 

in that half of tho field to which tho boli ia suddenly. trons- 
ferred, and this linosman can give tho roferse the “tip” if the 

‘contre-forward is off-side, 

‘Personally, I'am all in favour of the linesmon being usod in 
this way, snd of thoir taking their share of responsibility in 
the control of a game, provided, of course, they aro noutral. 
Tt in from tho linsaraoh of to-day that we liave to recruit tho 
reforeos of tomorrow. Consoquontly the giving of deci 
by linesmen on cortain points trains thom to bo observant, 

ing to ovor-rulo the good. fellow 
‘Thor is always a risk of this happening 
whon the Linesman is given o certain amount of power. 

‘The point to be born in mind is that thoro is no rosson for 
tho linesraan to wavo his flag about to draw attention to things 
which the refereo is ino good position to see, I have slrondy 
seen one match this soason, the result of which was affoctod bj 
@ linemman's fag. ‘Tho roferce and the linosman were Lot! 
comparatively neat to tho play. ‘Tho linesman thought ho 
saw somothing s the referee stopped tho gamo, and eventually 
‘awarded @ free kick to one of the teams. 

From this free kick a gout was scored, and by that 
goal the match was ton. 

If tho linesraan hed not insisted, the referee, who was 

‘the spot, would bave gone on with the gate, and th 

would have been differont. 

Te seenos to be that tho ides! arrangement is for the linesmon 
to keop thoit eyes on the referee and when he looks to them 
for e decision they give it. 


128, thie idoa of using, tho 
1d, ‘aud the one thing which 
tho linosmen refereoing, 


OLD REP. 
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GREYFRIARS CHUMS IN CHINA! 


(Continued from page 10.) 


“Sheer off!” roared Bunter angrily. 
“None of your fag larks hore! Mind 
your own busiaess! Can’t you sea I'm 
ith a friend?” 
Bunter backed behind Mr. Vasco 
vnba to escape grasping ands. ‘The 
Juniors looked at Mr, Cunha, whom they 
hoticed for the first time. ‘They had not 
expected to find Buntor in company. 

Harry Wharton & Co, were not ex- 

jerienced in tho ways of the world, 
jy in tho shady sido thereof, but 
could “place” Mr. Vasco Cunha 
easily cnough. Obviously he was a 
‘ubious character, tho kind of iman who, 
their own country, Would have 
fed on racecouvses and dabbled in 
racing swindles. His oily smoothness, 
his Hashing. tic-pin, ings, ond his 
luck of washing, did not impress them 
Tavourably, | ‘That he was some sort 
gfe tou” they knew eto glance, 
Still, whatever he was, they were 
Lound to be civil to a stranger. 

‘Mr. Cunha, perhaps guessing that 
Tanter was @ fatuots ass Who was being 
looked after, and unwilling to let his 
gull escape, interposed between bim and 
the Famous Hive. 

Estou envergonhado do si!” he said 
severely. "I ashamod of you! Yes! 
You keep off froin my young friend! 
Why you make a row?” 


“We're lookin after that fat 
chump!” explained’ Wharton, "Please 
‘ vs 
Tally, Wharton— 
tontor! “I leave him. not!” 
Gina, "I walk op this deck 
ntleman, and you make one 
Do quict, you “Go away” 
ook have : 
“Get out, you rotters! exclaimed Bun- 
ftfaten'e you any. decent 
inners? Mind your own business! 


m 
Just sheer off ! 

set idiot—" 

ayo e 

Harry Wharton breathed hard. Cor. 
tainly ho did not want to enter into 
‘a shindy with a low-class Portuguese 
‘on tho sounded enniet After all, 
Bunter could wait 

“You're coming back by tho next 
boat, Buntor!” he sai “Tf you try 
to dodge ts, eel bag you by yur silly 
cars and yank you on board. And if 
Sow've gor any senso you'll keep with 
tus whilo you're on thia boat, and have 

ie ip do with, strangers” 


“Oh, shut up!” said Bunter, “Come 
this way, Mr. Cunha, ‘The fact is, 7 
don’t really, know these fellows; they 
persist in forcing their company on 
ime, but T don’t really know them. A 
Jow lot of trippers, you know.” 

‘And Bunter watked away’ with his 
new friend, and tho Famous Five looked 
at, ono another, 

“Well” said Bob Cherry, with o 
dcep breath. 

“The f 


some swindling tout,” said Harry. 
suppose that greasy bounder knows that 
Renter's got money. | We shall 
keen an eye on hi 
“Let him rip, and bo blowed to 
him? growled Johnny Ball. 
fathead! Goodness knows 
what might happen to the born fool in 
© Macao, with a man like 
get, his silly neck twisted 
‘dollars. We've got to take care 


of 
Johvny Bull __grunted, but ho 
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for hi 


acquiesced. Bunter was an exaspersti 
ss, but certainly he could not bo left 
to his fate in the hands of his now 
friend. It was up to tho Famous Five 
te see that, the fat and fatuous Ovt 
‘came to no harm; but thet, as they dis- 
covered later, was going to be a task 
of some difficulty. 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
In Macao! 


ARRY WHARTON & Co, 
H booked for the trip to Macro 


Tensibly made up 
to make the best of it. "So far as the 
trip itself was concerned, it was enjoy- 
sble enough, and they liked it 
‘The sun shone down from a cloudless 
Hey on bug Waters there was 9 merry 
"az. of tall from the passengers on the 
steamer, most of then holiday maker 
going over to Maco for a ""ehango of 
For some less respectable, reason; 
and tho ‘scenery’ through. which the 
Mtoamer glided was interesting enough 
to fellows new to China, Channels were 
threaded among many islands, before 
tho steamer swept out into tho great 
estuary of the Canton River, and sade 
& wide sweep round tho promontory on 
‘which the elty of Macao is built on a 
hillside, “the trip occupied nearly four 
hhours, but they passed swaitly enough to 


‘tho Greyfriars fellows. 
‘Of Billy Bunter thoy saw little more 
before Macao came is sight. Several 


times they glimpsed a glaring cummer- 
bund about the deck’ and tbat was. all 
But aa there was nothing to be do 
Bunter before the steamer reached tho 
wharf," thoy let him keep his distance. 
In fact, it, was a pleasure to be Te 
lieved of his company. 

Bunter was deop in the mysteries of 
fan-tan with his now friend. 


Mr, Cunha certainly knew all about 
that fascinating Chinese game, and ho 
store of knowledge frecly at 


isposal of William George Bunter. 
Bunter drank it all in—in fact, he 
lapped. it up! Ho was ably 
eager to ree Macao and the really 
respectable fan-tan houso that Mr. 
Cunha recommended. If Mr. Cunha 


had won three thousand pounds at that 
game, Bunter did not soe why ho should 
fact, he 


fot do the same. In point of 
twas a9 likely to, 20 a8 Ml 
anybody—which is to #87, 
nob likely to do to. at ail. 

Macao camo in sight at last—s city 
built up the sido ofa Ill three. bun- 
dred Iect, high—almost the whole ity 
Viniblo to the eyes from the approaching 
Steamer, It was a picttresquelooking 
placa, Barry Wharton’ & Co. 
Natehed it with Keen interest as the 
steamer drew in to the wharf. 

‘They. were not very well. informed 
about that remoto part of the earths 
geography lessons et Geeyfciors had 
father felt out Macao. But Ferrers 
Locke had told them a good deal about 
Chins in talks on the Silver Star. 
They” know that tho place had ‘been 
settied by the Portguete in the ex: 
fecuth century; that it had once been 

eat. and busy port, but had been 
Enocked out by the rise of Hong Kong, 
and hed degenerated into a mere ghock 
of its former self. 

Macao, ‘indeed, could hardly have 
continued to exist, but for the remarke 
this shifts by which its administration 
fonirived to prolong its rather dingy 
existence, 

With fle trade dying, and its harbour 
siting up, its enterprise lumbering, 
Races wos rather like a disreputabl 
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adventurer taking to very bad ways in 
his doddering old At one ‘timo 
its most floutishing “industry baal bees 
the kidnepping of Chinese’ ‘coolies, to 
e sold an slaves overteu—a prasticg 
that could not possibly have endeared 
the “foreign devils” ‘to the Chinese. 
‘That industry had been abolished, and 
in later days, Macao derived most of 
its revenue "from the licensing of 
Sebling Dace canary 
swarmed with fon-ten houses, 
The place was called the Monte Carlo 
of the East, but there waa, at least, 
no humbug ‘about Macao, no pretence 
Sas s4uibline-saloon was, “‘elub,” 
n-tan dens st as wide open to the 
public the barbers’ shops and the 
Pawn shops.” Banctan heimos “were 
thicker in Macao than rouletto “clubs” 
in Amsterdam, but there wes no solemn 
buffoonery about the election and selec: 
tion of “members,” No humbug at all 
‘The gambling was carried on in the 
light of day, open and unashamed, 
fscao had, “at loasiy the virtue “at 
frankness. 


‘Tho Greyfriars fellow. 
thinking that a city which depended on 
such resources fer’ ite existence, might 
well ceaso to exist, with benelt to all 
concern 
But they looked with pleasure on 
picturesque old city, rising on ier by 
Side Hrom ‘ho lapping watered tho 
mer lee , Bil 
tp, and joined: thei =” PURter 
ait i you bag 28 ke 
ell, you fat jo 
Jobnny Bull, ei 
“Don’t bo cheoky, Bull! I say, 1 
sping tehoro with "my, friend’ Mir 
unha,” said Bunter. “If you like, 
Wi take you round the town with me, 
and show you « lite life. You don't 
deservo ity but Iwill. Of courte, 
Shall expett you to beliavo yourselyoa? 
“You podgy pifler,” said ‘Bob 
Cherry. “You're hot going ‘round the 
town with that greasy swindler. You're 
back to Hong Kong on the uost 


ry 
“Oh, really, 
“Mr. Locke 


could not help 


growled 


Knows you're under my protection. 
that's all right.” 

“You benighted bandorsnatch—" 

“Don't jaw 60 much,” said Bunter, 
“Tso said that I'll take you for 
flutter at fan-tan, if you like, and I 
mean it, Yes or not” 

“Can't you seo that that fellow, 
Cunha is oly a tout after your dollars, 
you fathead ?” 

‘Buntor sniffed. 

“IZ don't mind tellin 


you that Mr. 
yusand dollare 
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tho midst of an eager crowd of trippers 


from Hong Kong, and all that tho 
juniors could do was to follow him. 
it on the wharf, whore tho crowd 


thinned, thoy came up with him and 
big, recious ROW fried, 


‘Wharton 
shoulder. 


pectaclaa. 

get out” he snapped. 

“You're lo como with us, you fat 
chump!” 

“'Bhan’t !” 

“Then we'll jolly well make you!" 

Mr. ‘Vasco Cunha interposed, with = 
vory ugly look on his sallow faco. Hi 
black eyes glittered at the Groyfriars 
fellows. 

“The hands off ho exclaimed. 
“You mind your own business! = My 


young friend, ho como along with mo. Cu 


“Go and eat coke!” retorted Johnay 
Bull. “You're not taking that fat 
chump into a gambling den, Mr. 
Cunha 

“Main your own business” bawled 
Bunter, “Do you think you can give 
ime orders, you cheoky rotters? Sheer 


“Collar hia wid Bob, 
aay, you fellows—leggo— 
Me. Cunks ade & beckoning sign, 
and five or six roughlooking men, 


evidently acquaintances of this. friend 
‘of the British nobility, gathered round 
the group. 


‘A swarthy ond very dirty band shoved 
Wharton back, and another dragged 
Bob Cherry from Bunter. Almost be- 


fore they knew what was happening, tho K¢ 


Famous Five, were mixed up in a 
shindy,with the loafers, in tho midst 
of which Mr. Cunha snd his young 


friend walked away. 


It was somo minutes before the Grey- 
friars follows could forco » way through 
tho grinning loafers of the wharf, and 
by that time Buntor was almost out of 


sight. 

‘They followed, him, breathless and 
intensely exasperated. The halfcaste 
loafers on the wharf ‘sent  cackle of 
Inughtor after them, and the Famous 
Fivo wore tempted ‘to turn, back and 
wipe up the wharf with the dingy crow. 
But they remembered that they wero 
in a foreign city now, under Portu- 
‘queso administration—such as it w: 
sad they had no desire to be hauled off 
to tho ‘d 


the advantage. 
So long. 
use to Mr. Cunha, Mr. Cunha 


‘as Bunter was 
of an; 

was able to koo ion of him, and 
scrapping with Mr. Cunha was only too 
likely to lead to arrest es disturbers of 
the poaoo. ‘That was 8 vory sobering 
reflection. 

“Lot the fat idiot rip!” growled 
Johnny Bull, wiping his chook where a 
dirty fet bad Holt @ mark: 

“We 


zy Wharton shook his head. 

fe can't do that,” he sid. “The 
fat fool might bo, murdered for his 
monoy. Cunha looks none too good 
for it” 

“Well, what can wo do? If we collar 
him, we'shall got mixed up with « gang 
of these snuff-coloured hooligans, en‘ 
very likely run in.” 

“We'd better keep him in sight.” 
“What about the boat back to Hong 
cong. 

“We can’t go back without Bunter !” 
said Wharton decidedly. “Me. Locke 
wouldn't want us to desert him in this 
place. We couldn't do it.” 


B 


With all the strength of his arms Wharton 
brought the heavy stick down with a terrific 
swipe on the pigtailed head. Crash] Bump ! 
‘The Chinaman fell headlong into the room, 
knocking the door wide open as he fell. 


“Won't I jolly wll kick him whow 
we get him back on the Silver Star!” 
said Jobnny Bull, breathing hard. 
‘Tho kickfulnoss will be tert 
Hurree Jamsct Rem 

‘But at presontfully, my  eatoou 
chums, wo an only kedp an absurd oye 
on hima!” 

‘And tho Fa 


us Five followed in the 


Tho Praye 
to them, nor 


srrote his famous poem the.“ Lu 
Tho fat and exasperating Ovl of tho 
Remove ocoupied thoir thoughts. ‘Thoy 
Yetemed to, Kiok, him from ono ond of 
iacao to the other; but it was evident 
that they could not desert him in his 
resent company. Ono of the sights of 
Macao, however, they had to, sce—and 
famous of all—tho 


that wae the miost 
fantan! 

Whether Bunter was avaro that they 
were on his trail, they did not know, 
‘The fat junior did not look back once. 
He welked on oheerily, deep in con: 
versation with his valuable friend. Tho 
Famous Five walked behind; not see: 
ing, perhaps, much of Macao, but 
smelling ® good deal of it, ‘They found 
that one of the prominent features of 
tho Portuguese city was its mixture of 
vile odours, 

“Thero they gol” said Bob, 

Bunter snd his friend turned into « 
doorway. 

‘Apparently thoy had roached their 
destination. 

If this really was tho “most, respect. 
able” of the fan-tan dives in Maceo, as 
Cunha had said, its surroundings did 
not say much for it, The strect was 

(Continued on page 16. 
No. 1,182. 


‘Tae Macxer Liseany. 


narrow and dirty and ovil-emolling, the 
facea of the psssongors—Chinese’ and 
Portuguese and half-caste—far from 
pleasant or clean, Pouibly Mr, Cunha 
ad exaggerated the respectability of 
that delectable resort. 

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the 
doorway into which Mr. Cunhe and 
Buntor had disappeared. 

A. burly, black-browed half-caste 
Jounged within, apparent; 
keeper, and no doubt a “chuckor-out” 
‘also, ‘when one was required. Ho 
bowed very civilly to the juniors, how- 
ever, and thoy passed in without ques- 
tion. ‘They yalked into the gaming-dea 
4 Trecly as into shop. 

‘A dusky passage led them into a 
largo room, with baro walls that had 
‘once beon white, but were now dingy 
and grimy. ‘The room was crowded— 
tho game ‘was going 
gucae end Chincwo, 

inds of races, two or three Americans, 
and a fow Engliaa from Hong Kong, 
wore gathorod round the long table. 
dozen languages wore spoken. In a fow 

ted & crimson cum 
or was at the table, 
s oily fricnd at his 
Ho blinked round as the 
up, and grinned. 

“Ohl You fellows here!” bo said 
cheorily. 

“Yea, you fat idiot!” 

“Cheeso it,” ssid Bunter. “You're 
not in the Remove pastago at Grey- 
friars now! If you want mo to know 
‘you here, you've got to be oi 

“You burbling obump {” 

“If you're hore for a fluttor, watch 
mo, and do as I do,” said ‘Bunter. 
“Follow my game, and win along with 

” 


for @ utter, you 
chump 

“Thon what tho dickens aro you here 
for?” demanded Bunter. 


“Ob, shut up! 
Buntor turned his back on the Famous 


1d for @ moment the 
collaring “him, | and 
yanking him out into the street by 
main forces, But evidently it was im- 
practicablo, and could only have led to 
a shindy with Vasco Cunha and his 
frionds. Te was usoless to got “chucked 
out,” leaving Bunter to carry on. 
they. suppressed their feelings, and 
watched Bunter, while tho Owl of the 
Removo, oblivious of thoir existence, 
devoted himself to the joys—or other: 
wiso—of fan-tan, 


THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
A Flatter at Fan-Tan I 


“ HLEE!” 
I ‘Tho Chineso who handled 


tho rake af the fantan table 
spoke in pidgin-English, the 
nly tongue known to all the polyglot 
Steed who sveted rowed ths Ease 
‘Tae. Maoxer Liszarr.—No. 1,182. 


‘Three was the winning a 
tho Chinaman, a fat man, with a stol 
yellow face and sleepy, slant 


‘drawled out, “Thlee,”' changing 
into an “lL,” in manner of 
Chinese. 


Round the table the plazors tale ia 
English and French and Portuguese, 
Chinese, Manchu end Mongolian, and 
other tongues. But all of thom under- 
stood the “pidgin ” English. 

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind 
his spectacles. 

He had dropped a dollar on the equar 
marked number three, and as threo wat 
the winning number, Bunter had won. 

‘Vasco Cunha gevs him en oily smile. 

“You are one of tho lucky ones, m 
friend,” he seid.“ Yes, you begin ‘wil 
‘a win, and I think you will break the 
bank!” Sirat Yost” 

“What-ho!” grinned Bunter in great 


., He did not observe a faint, impercept- 
ible smile that had passed between 
Cunha and the stolid Chinaman with the 
rake, when they came to the table, That 
smile might have told Bunter, had he 
obsorved it, that the Portuguese was en 
old acquaintance of the fan-tan banker, 
‘and that tho Chinaman was amused to 
ace the fat and greedy gull that Cunha 
had conveyed into his establishment. 

Bunter staked five dollars on number 
four. Ho. watched for tho result with 
hig heart in bis mouth. 

Harry Wharton & Co., wedged among 
the hot and excited players, watched tho 

ame with some interest. ‘It was the 

rat experience of @ Chinese gambling 
same. 
be It seemed simple enough to their eyes. 
Four squares were numbered ‘on tho 
table, one to four, and these numbers 
could be backed singly or two at a timo. 

‘The numbers were determined by « 
vory simple method. A heap of amall 

was placed on tho table, 
and from these the man with the rake 
way four at s time, till only four, 
or less than four, remained of the heap. 

If four remained, four was, the win- 
ning number; if only threo, thon threo 
was the winner; if only one, then ono 
was the winner. Nothing could have 
been more simple. 

‘Any playor at tho tale was allowed 
to take « handful of the copper coins 
from @ stack, to form the heap from 
whioh the rake drew; 20 it looked as if 


again of 
er 
rer 

“T'was ‘rather an ass not to 
three!” be murmured. 

And next time he stuck to three; but 
fortunately, number two materi 
ind ‘Bunter was done again. 

fe my friend,” raurmured 
‘as Bunter blinked st tho table in 
fing way, uncertain whether to 
Continue. =A" sportaman like you is not 
frightened nd logs, or two losses— 
yes? Nao! It is player with courage 
Bich gs'yo0, my tend, who broke 

ak. 

‘Bunter nodded, and resumed play. 

Five dollars s timo went tho way of 
most dollars et fan-tan, and Buntor sod: 
denly woke to the fact that he had lost 
seventy dollars out of his hundred. 

‘He felt an inward qualm. 

‘A flutter at fan-tan was all very well; 
but he could not help thinki ‘of the 
immense quantity of foodstuffs he could 
Bye parcbased for aorenty dollars 

“In for one penny, in for one pouad, 
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a3 you English say!” murmured Vasoo 
nha encouragingly. 
Bunter began to play with single 


Gallary, Us et loot," had the 
a 2 ol 
sdvaatage of making bis supply of cash 


A few small wins came his way and 
pozireged him. He began to feel 
doubtful ebout breal the bank, Ho 
was extremely dubious about walking off 
‘with three thousand pounds, "He began 
to confine his “hopes to. winniog’ Eek 
what he had lost—that will-o'the-wisy 
Which leads so many gamblers to ruin. 

Winning back what fe had lost seemed 
as arduous. task es breaking the bank, 

Dollar after dollar was whisked away, 
the numbers coming up most unfor- 


tunately for Bunter, 
ooo of tho plagars along the table 
Indeed 


winning.” “Bore were. losing: 
ita a. loragone condone 
majority must love, oF tl 
could not have existed. A gambling den 
could not bo run on loses That self 
gvideng proposition had not oocurted to 
Banter lgtty brats 
retich, soaman who was winning, 
ejaculated “Bon, bon!” overy time 
wad of grossy notes." His 
a ltitated, Bunter, who 
ima severely several times 
A sportive broker from Hong Rong, who 
was losing dollars by the Gettul, Sur 
under his broath at overy loss, ‘and 


foolings wore moro. in tung with 
Buater's, | Dollar aftor dollar went, till 
‘of Bunter’s hundred he found that he 
tid aly two fet 

Tho brightness had faded from 
Bunter's fat face now, 

Ho sat wit solitary dollar in either 


fat hand, blinking with di 

fat ha 1g with dismayed eyes at 
‘Mr. Cunha smiled. 

. my friend,” ho 
‘ono feoling that 
in one turn,” 


‘Row your fortune he 
"With tho feeling that ho mighk an woll 


bo hung for « shop ase lash, Bunter 
F Whertst touched 
ry 2 touched him on the 
shoulder. Tho dismay in Bunter's fat 
faco disarmed his anger and annoyance. 
Bunter was an irritating as; but bo he 
certainly paid for his folly. 
Get cure. or mies pan 
“Oh, shut-up!”” grunt unter. 
Lock hero" 
“Shut up, blow you!" 
Bunter’ tossed” the two. dollars _on 
number four, and waited, with thumping 
heart, while the rake drew the copper 
“cash ” from the heap. 
By that time Bunter had been playing 
more than en hour, end the chums of the 
Remove were thoroughly tired ‘of the 
place, of Ts heated end’ stufly ait, ita 
Stmosphere of unhealthy excitement, and 
the cursing in « dosen language trom 
unlucky players. “As the evento came 
on, too, moro than one man who dropped 
in’ had evidently been drinking too 
freely. They recognised sovoral of the 
posengers on the iver steamboat from 
jong Kong no doubt quite respectable 
merchants in tke Batish eity, - but 
decidedly “rorty while taking their 
of ai at 


“change t Macao. 
‘Tho Famou ‘wero fed-up to the 
chin; yot thoy felt that thoy could not 


© without Banter." “Tp leave the let 
lifer in this den’ was impostible, and 
to drag him away was, equally tin- 
Prsbie ao lng aa ho had any, money 
cit: Thay could onty hope thet it would 
Sack ioosk nese 

Banter gavo quito a chirrup of 
tciumph as four, the number'on which 
iro had tosted his last two dollars, came 
up, the winner. : 

"What have I tell you?” amilod 


Cunba. 
“What-ho!” grinned Bunter. 


EVERY SATURDAY uv 


Ho played agein, end won again, and He was a short, squat man, drecsed help it Ho had brought Bunter thoro 
yet again, “A'doven of his lost dollars in blue, like nine in ten of the Chinese to lose his dollars, not to lend. hima 
dame home. ‘ whom the juniors had seen. His slant any, 
‘Now come away, fathead,” said Bob Jog eyes werd fixed on tho Greyiriare You havo no more?” ho asked. 
Ca patty, over the evershifting crowd. “Not a brown!” groanes Bunter. 
“Likely” grinned Bunter. “That Chinee?” asked Harry, glance. “Perhaps your friends will lend—” 


It only needed a small win or two to ing a “Gatch thom, the beasts!” 

ygstore Busters bounding confidence. keg ean ae re: pb geel carrot MN 
ie_played on cheerily. _ been ~y nha, “But anoth ji you will 
Miy het 'aaid Bob. “I can't stand long time, T wondor—~ Cee ck eae cmemace mol zou 


thie mach longer, you ment. i'm get, Bob Cherry broke off 

EEE: cl meek eetinen a, Ae) Se ART" Whaston cosapeeteed be line: rotters will take care of that” groaned 

Rs istereitind The Mandarin Tang Wang had fled Bunter, “Besides, 1 haven't avy moro 
fon’t I kick him!” murmured from Hong Kong to escape arrest; but money.” 

Johnny Bull. “Won't T kick bim when he had assuredly left agents behind ‘phis pieco of information scemed to 

wie Bes become Tene members of the Red Dragon tong. It geprivo' Mr, Cunha of any interest ho 

Tt seemed to the chums of was more likely than not that tho party SM retained in his young friend 
Remove just then that kicking Bunter from tho Silver Star had been watched. s ae 7 
would be the supreme joy of existence. Bo long as they hed. zemained with Mr. Ue had td in aun atod id Le it 

* had to be left Green, in tho public streets of Hong 07, Now I remem ave to sco a 
angi {gr the prosent ho bed to be Jett Kong. it mattered httiey but it was e friend, and Y mast not keep him to 
sok aa cxuprons ate bsg very. different proposition if tho wait! 
wate, a ir feelings. ion i f ; 
onter oot again and won agein. It Mandarin's emimasice had traced them ME Cunha diseppeared into the 
: fut in the Portaguese city forty miles 
was, gbvious, that sooner OF ter eis from the British port. The prospect of 
scemed endless to iy red and im a ae x hogeel was dismaying ‘ 
iont junio ikness had. fallen shall have to bo carefull” said Cunba hed no use, for a muccred 
Row on the streets of Macao, and they Harry. “If that fat idiot docsn't como Poe ecg renner estes Le 
wero moro and more anxious to be away soon, I shall collar him, and that friend of the British nobility 
‘But Bunter wan « Sxture at, tho chanoo a row.” Pee eee 
| Fortunately, Bunter was now down to (Soondial the Femi Eater ehe 
i : . blinked round at the Famous Tivo, who 
hope of broalang hig dase, dallas. Ho sat and bold that stood in grovp et a litle distance, 
ing t0_ win back his los i h With ® Glbowed away trom the table by cagor 
Phe could. ‘The event, at aimmayed and dismal faco, Ho tostod Players, “I say, you follows” 
ae ane ion tho Youd at Tes, and it followed” htton lashed oan ati, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured "2 Gh Crikey t” 4 coming, fathoad?” ho asked, 
ob Chetry who hed been ooking about gover hate fred Kea we HS ‘Fond mea hundred dollars 

° place, ov vari nha, with a smile. Probably Mr. pie 
ile away the, weary minutes, “bat Cunha’ was getting tired bimeelt by thet rene Bs 

nr ti j . 

‘He nodded towards a Chinesa who '“I-I say!” whispered Bunter. Lend mo just ona dollar! | I'm eons 
fel eta, Gees andiweriieee:, OXen akc eee gogd that my huck's just on the turn 
ing by tho wall, not approeching tho “Lend'mo a few dollars.” pleaded Bunter. 
gaining table Mr (Continued on next page.) 


“Thoro won't be another time—thoso 


1¥1” gasped Bunter, 
But his new friend was gone. Mr. 
Cunha hed po use for a squeczed 


ten dollars.” 
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seed himself away 
from tho table, His flutter at fan-tan 
was at an end; so was his hundred 
dollars. With a woebegone face ho 
Joined ‘tho Famous Five. 

£T say, you follows, wo may as well 
fol” ho mumbled. “i hope you follows 

‘0 got some money, We shall have 


tovatay tho night ia Macao; thero's no 
boat back till to-morrow; and I can’t 
stand troat—I've got nothing left. I 
say, theso beastly places ought to bo 
ahut up, you know. I—I say, I believe 
that Portuguese beast was just a tout 
who brought, mo here to lose my money. 
I] say—" 

“Oh, shut up, and come out" growled 


ob. 

‘And tho Greyfriars fellows left the 
fan-tan dive; and as they walked up 
the dusky, evilamelling strect, the squat 
Chinaman also emerged, and followed 
in their wake. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Tho Hotel In Macao! 
ARRY WHARTON glanced back 
H at tho corner of the street. 
Night had fallen on Macao 
and tho stecet lighting left 
much to be desired. But he could sco 
& squat figure in blue sinking along 
the sido of tho strect, in the shadow of 


Wo'ro followed !” ho said quictly. 
“That, Chineo?”, 

“I say, you follows —" 

“Shut up, Bunter 1" hissed Bob. 

“Shan't!" T'm hungry | I say, it Pd 
won at fan-tan, I was going to stand 
you fellows a tremendous sproad at the 
boat hotel in Macao. Now I'vo gone 
stony, 1 suppose you're not going to let 
mo starvo?” 

“Kick him, somebody t” 

“Yow-ow-owl” 

“Got on!” said Harty. “That brute 
who is following us, may have friends 
hanging about, We'vo got to put up 
hero for tho night; and the sooner wo 
find an hotol the better.” 

“ask somebody. tho then, you 
ass,” said Bunter, rolling after ‘the 
juniors. “Docs anybody know tho 
Portuguese for hotel ?” 

“Te's tho samo word, fathead! But 
wo shall havo to bo jolly careful whom 

. We're in Quecr Street here.” 
Well, any place will do 60 long a: 
tg grubs egod.” 

“Shut up? , 

Bunter snorted and shut 
not only hungry. but he was feeling 
angry and indignant. ‘Tho loss of = 
visionary, fortuno, oud a reel hundred 
dollars, “had mado Bunter fool yery 
distoal, and he expected sympathy. ‘Tho 
Yeast those fellows could do, in Bunter's 
‘opinion, was to sympathiso, 

But ‘there was 0 sympathy for 
Buntor. Instead of that, the fellows 
looked at him. as if they could havo 
eaten him, and baroly restrained then- 
selves from kicking him along the dusky 
street. 

‘Phey passed through another strect 
and another, and camo into a moro 


Ho was 


brightly-lighted thoroughfare near tho Bull 


raya Grande. Hero thero wero a good 
many peoplo about, and thoy felt moro 
at case. ‘Thoy did not doubt thet tho 
squat Chinaman was still shadowing 
thom; neither did they doubt that he 
yas an emissary of Tang Wang. But 
in a lighted and crowded street ho could 
hardly do any mischief, so long as they 
kept together. 
‘Tas Macxer Lisnanr.—No. 1,182. 


Bunter came tos sudden half, outside 
&. building which bore tho word 
Sere jeu eS, Sou ellows 
“Here! you are, you fellows! This is 
allright SS 7" cael 
“How do you know it's all right, 
ase?” 
“Well, Tan smell cooking!” 
plump Portuguese was standing in 
the porch of the Bote, 
the Barty of 
stopped and eed the 
‘2 graceful bow. 
“Entre, senhores!” he said politely. 
“You search e hotel? E 9 melhor hotel 


understood _ the 
French, and the word melhor, in ite 


‘man. ‘They 
Pronunciation. resembled the "French 
word “meilleure,” 20 they that 
hol was telling, them that this was the 
best hotel in Macao, As he was evi- 
dently tho proprietor, he ought to have 
known. Probably he was exaggerating 
tho merits of his hotel; but the placa 
looked respectable, and they were tired 
and bungry, aod they followed the bow- 
ing, plump'man in, 

‘Phoy wero shown into the sala de 
jantar, oF dining-room, where they 
found "a hot and stufly al ro, and 
flics innumerablo. But that was only to 
bo expected; and they sat down to a 
meal, which was very grateful and com- 
forting, and mado them feel better, 

‘Tho juniors were a little worried about 
what Ferrers Locko might be thinking 
of their absence. No doubt Mr. Greon 
had oxplained to him; but the Baker 
Street detective. was’ certain’ to. be 
anxious. It could not be helped; but it 
troubled them. It did not, however, 
troublo Bunter. Billy Bunter devoted 
himself to dinner, with an assiduous 
dovotion; and after the moal, feeling 

his spirits rose 


considerably bucked, 


‘After dark?” grunted Jobnny Bull 
“Well, I'll bet there's » jolly exciting 
nightlifo in a place. like this,” sai 
Bunter, with a fat wink 

“You silly owl!” 

“We're op our own.” argued Bunter. 
“That beast, Locke, hasn’t got his eye 
on us now. No need to act as if we wer 
at Greyfriars with old Quelchy watch. 
ing. us, Look here, Pl tell you what! I 
game jolly near winning o big sum at 
fan: course, I was rathor now to 
the game, and a fellow needs expori- 
ence, But—”* 

“Ring off ” 

“My suggestion is this,” said Bunter, 
Dlinking a! them with owlish serious- 
ness. “You fellows pool your money, 
‘and)band it to mo i's lump eum—* 

“And TH try my luck at fantan 
again, seo? You take bolf tho .win- 
pings, shared out among you. ‘That's 
fair. 

“rAd whe's to tako the Jones 

really, Cherry——" 

“If that (ct chump doesn’t 
Zo going to kick him,” eaid 


shut up 
Johnny 


“Oh, really, Bull I'm offering you 
ghaps's chanco of making s fortune. 
You hand your money over to me 
yaroooooogti! If you kick me agein, 


'd like a walk round Macao,” ssid 
Harry. “But I think we'd better stick 
woeking un Wo dont weal to dig cp 
watching us. We dont w rt 

trouble bere. a 
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“Y'm not sticking indoors!” hooted 
Bunter, “You ail 
round the town and be jolly. ‘I'm going 


to—yow-ow-ow-ow! Stop kicking mo, 
you beast {” 
‘The smiling and bowing landlord 


showed the juniors to their rooms. 
Billy Bunter followod them up the staira 
grunting and grombling. Yortified by 
an ataple dinner, Bunter was fecling 
inclined to paiat ‘the town red, and to 
break s bank at fanten and keop 
till morning, “But, as he had 
gle copper ‘cash? left in his pockste 
here was no painting Macao rod for 
unter. 

‘The only thing left for him was 
sleep. Fortunately, that was ono of 
Bunter’s chief pleasures. 
| ‘Thero was plenty of accommodation 
in the Portuguese hotel; the placo did 
not scem to be doing much business— 
in which it was like most establishments 
in the decropit old city. Tallow candles 
Provided light, and tho juniors solocted 
three double-bedded | rooms—none cf 
which looked clean. ‘The plump land- 
Jord left them to their own devices, 

“It's safer to go two to a room,” said 
Harry. “That Portuges seems a decent 
sort of chap, except that he w: 
ings but anybody could come into the 
lace, and we know we've been watched 
y one of Tang Wang's mes. Fasten 
your doors, you fellows.” 

“You bet |” 

“Who's, going to, hays Bunter? 
grunted Johuny Bull. “Blessed if I 
want his beastly snore keeping me 
awake.” 


” 

_ “Toss up for it,” said Harry, laugh- 
“If we put tho fat ass in’a room 

by himsolf he may get into somo 

trouble. | Somebody's got to keep an 

¢3 Be him.” folk 

"I say, you follows—” 

“Dry up 

A dollar spun ii 
was to enjoy Bi 
night. ‘Tho fll to Harry 
Wharton, ‘Then tho juniors paired olf 
into their rooms, locking thoir doors 
after thes, were inside. 

“Tho bods wore neithor clean nor wolt- 
aired, and tho juniors feared that thoy 
woro alroady inhabited by small inbabi- 
tants; trifles about ithich Macao wan 
not 60 particular ar Hong Kong. But 
they hed to take their chance, and they 
were tired, and gladly turned in. 

Four of tho Co. woro soon fast astoop 5 

yat alecp did not come #0 easily to 
Harry 


ir docided who 
anoro for tho 


Tharton. A follow with Buntor 
within a couple of yards of him was not, 
likely to enjoy betray elumbor. First of 
all, Bunter persisted in talking. Ho 
gusgested that the, other bossts should 
bbe left to encozo, while ho and Wharton 
went “round tke town” together, and s 
whizzing boot was tho answor to that 
‘suggestion. But even the boot did not 
silenco Bunter, and he went, on talking 
till the other boot followed. ‘This oo 
Jandbd on Bunter’s nose, and there was 
& fearful howl, ‘ 

After which, Bunter composed himself 
to, sleep. 

‘Then thore was a sound like the surt 
breaking on = rocky shore, mingled with 
the rumble of distant thunder. It was 
jam George Bunter snoring. 
Bunter’s snore was always powerful, 
It was wont to fill the spacious Remove 
dormitory et Greyfriars with murmur- 
ing sound. Perhaps the excitement of 
the day and the enormous meal of the 

ning disturbed Bunter’s slumbers a 
Tittle, “At all events, bis snore was more 
terrife than Wharton had ever heard 
before. 

Whizting boots had stopped Bunter 
from talking. But there was no mothod 
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of stopping his more. Several times, 
after getting to sloep, Wharton awoke 
with an impression that a typhoon had 
atruck Macao, or that an earthquake 
was rooking Chins to its found: 


o 
and found that it wes only tho nasal 


Long, 
Tong minutes, while the hapless junior 
wooed slumber in vain. And then, 
softly, came s sound from the door. 

farton started and. listene 
ear was 


His 


moring by 
eae 

jo the hearing o! 
@thor sounds. “And 
Wharton, sitting up 
in bod, and listening 
with. straining ears, 
Hoard 'a hand grop: 

‘over the outside 
of tho door, and then 
the faint creaking of 
1 Took, 


THE NINTH CHAP- 
‘TER. 


‘The Foo in the Night 1 
ARR Y 
WHARTON 

ig heast, 


thump 
Ho sat silent, with 
straining ears, int 
dense blacknes 
listening, and ho felt 
‘tho perspiration trick- 
Aung, dows hig back, 
the sound. from 
‘the door was unmis- 
takable, 


Te wan a faint 
croaking; it told that 
the lock’ was being 
manipulated from 
‘outside. 

‘Obviously, it was 


not rome late roys- 
terer who had re. 
turned in, the small 
hours and mistaken 
his room. In that caso the handle 


would have beon turned, and finding bed, 


the door locked, the lato-comer would 
have found out’ his mistake. Wharton 
knew that it was not that. 

‘Someone, outside tha door, was slowly 
and carefully working at tho lock ss 
silently a8 ho could. 

Wharton remembered at once the 
squat Chinaman who had watched tho 
Greyfriars paity in the fan-tan dive. 

To had not doubted that the spy had 
shadowed the patty to tho Portuguese 
hotel, and he could not doubt now that 
it was somo agent of the Mandarin 
‘Tang Wang who was outside his door. 

Zt was tho cnemy | " 

lad his comrades in the tro adjoining 
rooms already bean attacked? It was 
more likely that Wharton's room had 
beon sclected for the first attempt, for 
Bunter’s snore told anyone who was at 
Anind, that thore was a sound sleeper 


ere, 
‘Wharton threw back tho bedclothes 


It was useless to awaken Bunter. The 

Owl of the Rethove was more likely to 

be a hindrance than s help. 
‘Wharton's _nerv 


drow back silently, th 
at the window letting in a gleam of 
starlight. 
lis eyes fixed on the door, 

‘It was still shut; the lock had not yet 
been forced. Faint creaking showed 
thats the man outside was steadily at 


ho junior thought rapidly. 


was big Grst thought. But it was more 
than likely that the landlord and his 
servants slept at to> great a distance to 
hear him. As for ‘the other guests, 
Wharton was pretty sure that there 
wero no others—unless the squat China- 
man and his associates had taken rooms 
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He stilled his breathing. 

His arm was raised now, tho stick 
ready to descené. “The door opened in 
inch, softly; then another inch. Inch 
by inch it opened, without sound; 
and he waited. 

Into the dimpess of the room a head 
was projected from the dark passage 
outside. 

In the pale glimmer of starlight from 
the window, Wharton saw the shaven, 
head and pigtail of a Chinaman, 

‘The man was listening. 

Probably Billy Bunter’s deep and 
resonant snore reassared him; for the 
head was pushed farther into the vom 
and slanting eyes glittered round in the 
dinmess. 

That was Wharton's moment. 

With all the strength of his arm he 
brought the heavy stick down, ‘with a 
terrific crash, on the pigtailed head. 

‘Crash | 

Bump! 


‘Mr. Green sat down and tossed Bunter across his brawny knee, face down. Then his heavy hand 
rose and fell. Spank 1 “Ha, ha, ha!” There was a howl of laughter as the fat junior wrigeled 


and writhed and roared, 


in the hotel after the juniors had gone to 
L which was probable. A” shout 
would only warn the enomy that he was 
guard. 
Neither could an alarm have averted 
the attack; for the door was of flimsy 
bamboo, and a hefty shove from with 
out would have burst it open, had tho 
enemy given up caution and taken to 
violonce. 

Wharton had no weapon, except a 
Malacca stick thot ho had. bought in 
Hong Kong that morning. But it was 
«s thick and heavy stick; and he picked 
it up, grasping it in o firm hand. 

Stick in hand, he placed himsclf just 
within the door and waited. 

He was quite cool now, and grimly 
determined. Before “long door 
would be open; and ho was ready for 
& head when it was put in. 

Creak, creak! ‘Click! 

Tt was a flimsy lock, as flimsy as the 
door which it sccured. Tt gave way at 
last, and Wharton felt the door move. 


Tho Chinaman fel headlong into tho 
room, knocking the door wide open as 
fe fol, 

Te lay ina huddled 
within the room, 

Wharton caugit his breath, whtrliyg 
up the stick for & second bios.” Dut 16 
was not needed. 

The terrine 


heap just 


sh on tho head had 


stunned th aman, and he lay 
inert at tho junior’s fect. 
Wharton listened, with, beating 


heart. If the man was not alone! | Bue 
it scomed that ho was lone, for there 
feame no sound from the dark passago 
outside. 

For a long, long minute Wharton 
stood with beating heart and strainin 
ears. But thero was nosound ; an 
still the fallen Chinaman lay without 
motion. 

Tf tho man had associates in the 
building they were ovidently not at 
band, Relieved on that scove, chill 
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fooling camo over the junior es he 
Tooked down at tho silent figure et, his 
fest. He had struck hard—as hard 0s 
ho could—with all the strength of a 
young and vigorous arm, and the 
Wrotch had gono down liko a felled ox. 
But tho thought that tho blow might 
have killed him was very uncomfort 
able. 

Wharton groped in his pocket for « 
matchbox, and struck a match, In tho 
glimmer of the light he recognised the 
Jollaw face. Tt was tho face of the 
Squat Chinaman of the fan-tan dive. 

Ho pressed his hand to the man's 
ghost, and was rolieved to find that his 
heart was beating. ‘Tho Chiaaman was 
only stunned. 

‘Tho match wont out. But before it 
went out Wharton discerned a thin 
coiled rope, and a pear-shaped object 
that was ovidently a gag, which tho 
fallen man, had dropped as ho, fell 
Obviously, it was kidnapping that had 
been intended; and had Wharton 
eon fast. asleep through the, night 
thore was no doubt that he sould have 
fallon helplessly into the hands of the 
emissary of Tang Wang. 

Ho listenod again at tho open door 
in the darkness. ‘There was no sound, 
and it scomed cortain that the China” 
‘man had been alono in tho place. Yet 
it was certain that ho could not have 
hoped to spirit; away ven ono of tho 
party without aid. So Wharton had no 
doubt that his friends woro not 
away, Hithor thoy wero, waiting, for 
him downstairs or outsido the building. 
‘at hand, howover, the coast was 
‘and Whatton, leaving the Chins- 
ro he lay, stopped out into 
the pass 


0. 

ib tapped softly at tho door of the 
not room, which was occupied by Bo! 
Cherry and the nabob. 

“Bob!” ho whispored through the 
keyhole, “Wake up!” 

Ho tappod again and called a little 
Jouder. 


for 


it 
b and they gave him little 
1 th 


Bob Cherry did not ask questions; 
it was no time for them. Wharton 
pemee on to the room occupied By 
went and Johnny Bull.  Frani 
Ni spent awakened at the first light tap. 
rraniky 


‘That you, Harry?” 
‘Yes. Tir out quick, and come 
along to, my room! | Not «’sound!”” 

“Won't be a tick.” 

Wharton returncd quistly to, his 
room. The Chinaman still lay like a 
log where he had been left; but 

fnarton could hear jerky breathing 
from him now, and guessed that he was 
beginning to recover. ‘There was 
plenty of time to deal with him, how- 
ever. 

‘The junior uncoiled the rope and 
bound “it tightly round its owner's 
wrists, ‘knotting it Grst, and then 

is legs, with many knots. In 

minutes tho squat Chinaman was 
a helpless prisoner. Then tho junior 
forced his mouth open and jammed his 
own gag into it, securing it by the 
attached string round his head. ‘Then 
ho exerted his strength and dragged the 
man farther into the room, depositing 
him.in a corner out of the way.. 

‘There wore light footfalls “in tho 


assage, and Bob Cherry and Hurree 
Bingh, Nugent and Johnny Bull, fully 
dress. rived in the doorway. Thoy 


came quictly in, and Wharton olosod 
tho door, 

In a fow words he told thom what 
had happened. From tho bound and 

ged Chinaman in the corner camo 
faint, mumbling sound. Ho bad como 
to his’ senses; and his slanting ayes 
oponed and gleamed with almost blood- 
curdling ferocity at the juniors in the 
dim room, But he was 


worloss now, 
‘of thom—" 


ero's any moro 
whispered Bob. 
‘The morefulness is a deadly ort!” 
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Wharton nodded. 


“Thoro must bo others! For all we 


“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” camo a drowsy ‘ 
i ° know, the landlord may be in, leaguo 


“"Phat' you, Wharton?” 


Got ut and come to my room with ‘them: T don't tvok so—but it's 
ick asibla, Clot the beds to the door and 
Right-ho!” Barricade i 
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“Whatho i” 

Wharton's bed was dragged to the 
door and jammed against it inside, 
Then ““Buater was) jammed 
against that. 

Bily Bunter did not awaken; and 
the ‘Famous Five were only too glad 
to leave him asleep. Having barricaded 
the door, they waited and listened. But 
there came no sound from the silent 
building; only, through the silence of 
that night, rumbled the deep snore of 
Billy Bunter. 

Soorrrererrer{ 


THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
An Anxious Night! 

HE. silonco grew oppressive, as 
minute followed minute. Harry 
Wharton went to the window, 
which looked down on the 

street. Outside, the starlight | fell 
clearly, and it ‘revoated a shadowy 
group—two Chinamen standing bys 
Fickshaw. Evidently they were waiting 
and at’ that hour of the night it was 
obvious that they were not ordinary 
Tickshaw coolies waiting for fares, 
Wharton had no doubt that the rick: 
shaw was there, to convey & kidnapped 
member of the Greyfriars party. 
Probably the squat Chinaman had not 
hoped to get away with more than one 
risoner ; ove, no doubt, was sufficient 
for the purposo of the Mandarin Tang 
Wang. "Tho juniors wero aware that 
for them, personally, the Mandarin 
cared nothing: it was only to exort 
Breswure, on Ferrers Locke, that. be 


of the 
peered 


That's for ono of ust” ho mur- 
tured. “Lucky you woko up, Harry! 
‘He would havo had you.” 

Wharton smiled faintly. 

“I can thank Bunter’s snore for that 
pod the, Portuguese fleas”, ho said, 

wonder how long those rottors. will 
wait! It's clear that they're waiting 
for this yellow bruto wo've got tied up 

ere. 

“Lot 'em como in as soon as thoy 
like—we can handlo them,” said Bob, 
“T eupposo this brute ”—ho glanced at 
tho bound, glaring Chinaman in the 
corner. “E suppote he took 2 room at 
tho hotel for the night, and arranged 
for tho rickshaw to be on hand. If 

ou hadn't woke up, either you cr 

junter would bo travelling in that 
rickshaw now.” 

‘The two men in the streot wore show: 


ing signs of impationce, no, doubt 
puzzled that the squat man did nob 
join them. 


Thoy stopped away from the building, 
and stared tp af toe wladowns and tut: 
tered together, 

‘Then one of them vanished into tho 
shadow of the porch, leaving the othor 

ing by the rickshaw. 
“Ho's coming in!” breathed Bob, 
“This brute must have opened somo 
door ready! “He's coming.” 

"The Famous Five waited tensely. 
Cheery end undisturbed, the st 
snore of Billy Bunter rumbled on. 

Faintly, from tho passage, without, 
came the soft, almost inaudible tread 
of naked fect. . 

‘The juniors felt their hearts beating 
faster, ‘The eyes of the bound Chine 
aan in tho comer glonmed like Sro, 

saw him making efforts to get ri 
of the gag; but it was fastened too 


securely for’ that. Evidently he also 
Beard that soft patter in the passage. 
‘The ing steps passed the dow. 


Phrough the thin partitions, the juniors 
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heard a faint sound in the adjoinin 
rooms The man was thore—looking 
either for his comrade, or for the 
juniore—probably getting very much 
Puzzled and perplexed. 

‘Pho faint footfalls came back to Whar- 
ton's door. In tenso silence the juniors 
waited. 

Bunter's snore rumbled on. 

‘hore was, creak, as the door was 
tried. Tho lock no longer held it; and 
it came open about an inch. ‘Then the 
bedetends stopped it 

‘They heard a deep-drawn breath. 

_An extremely puzzled Chinaman was 
listening outside the door. All that 
he could hear was Bunter snoring. 

‘That snoring probably convinced him 
that the occupants of ‘the room were 
asleep. A faint whisper camo through 
the aperture, 

The words were Chinese, and the 
juniors did not understand one of them. 
fut they heard the interrogative tone. 


‘Tho “whisper was repeated. It 
reached tho bound man, and 
wriggled almost convulsivély in his 


bonds. 

‘There camo a hard and steady pres- 
sure on the door. Tho juniors stood 
Againat tho bedsteads, holding them in 
placo: and the dook ‘came open no 
_ Again came tho perploxed, whisper- 
ing ‘voice. 

Kan 
whisper. 

No doubt the name of the bound 
man was Kang. He was making 
almost frantic efforts to eject the gag. 

Silence again. 

Faint footfalis receded. As Kang 
had not answered, and Bunter’s snore 
wont on without interruption, ina 
man had doubtless concluded that. his 
not there. He must 
extremely puszled China- 
man as he crept away. 

Looking from tho window again, 
Wharton saw him rejoin his comrade 
in the atreet. ‘Their heads were bent 
together in a puzzled consultation. 

Wharton, could not, of course, hear 
a word, that they wero saying, but 
they looked hopelessly mystified. 

Ho could not suppress a grin. Tho 
two Chinamen' with tho rickshaw must 
have been under the impression th 
Kang had vanished into thin air. Qu 
possibly they supposed that evil spirits, 
at tho orders of the foreign devils, bad 
whisked him away. 

At all ovents thoy were at a hopeless 
Joss, : : wv 

‘Phey waited, sometimes staring up 
at the windows, sometimes inuttering 
together—impatient, troubled, and un- 


Kang!” came tho agitated 


= 


easy. ‘Tho Famous Five waited, too; 
and Bunter snored. A pale glimmer 
of silver from tho east announced that 


dawn was creeping in over the China 


00. 
‘One of the rickshaw men crept into 
tho building again. ‘The Famous 
Fivo exchanging a grin, listened to his 
bare fect in the passage, and to the 
anxious, whispering voice.” They wore 
ready for the Chinaman if he attempted 
to break into the room; but that was 
not in the man’s thoughts, The strange 
disoppearanco of Kang had  knogked 
the bottom out of the scheme, and ae 
ther came no answer to his anxious 
whispering, the Chinaman went back 
to his cotarade once more. Early 
coolies were appearing in the street 
‘were sounds and signs of 
ig, city, 
_ "They're going!” breathed Bob, peer- 
ing down from the window. - 
‘The two yellow men were starting 
to wheel the rickshaw away. Now 


that daylight was at hand, they could 
wait no longer for Kang. 

The juniors, from the window, 
watched them disappear round a 


corner. 
“Going—going—gone !” grinned Bob. 


‘Wharton threw aside the slatted cur- 


tain, end the light of dawn glimmered 
in. ' He turned to the bound Chinese, 
who was wri with rage like a 


tiger in a 6 net. 


“Your friends are gone, Mr. Kang,” 
seid Harry. 
‘The slanting eyes rolled. Neyer had 


the Greyfriars fellows seen such rage 
¢oncentrated in a human face. Kang 
looked, indeed, scarcely human, with 
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the hotel, and the juniors removed 
the barricade from the door, Bob 
Cherry shook Bunter by the shoulder. 


“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ho roared, 
“Time to turn out, Bunter.” 
‘Snore! 
“Wake up, fathead 
“Ow! “Moooh! “Beast! 'Tain't 


rising-bell! “Lemme alone.’ 

“Roll him out,” said Harry. “We 
can’t leave him here when we go down. 
Wake up, Bunter.” 

Bunter declined to wake up. But 
when he was rolled out of bed on tho 
floor, he woke up quite suddenly, and 

“Beasts! 


I'm not getting up! It’s 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS, 


No. 14, 


Into our gallery of 
celebrities steps William 
George Gosling, ably 
portrayed in verte by the 
Greyfriars Rhymester. 


Y Dear Brother Joe in 
Eentucky— 
T ought to have writ you 
before; 
But porters is werry untucky, 
They've dooties and worries’ nalore. 
Wo time for the writing of letters 
To folks in a far-axay clime; 
I feels like @ felon in Jetters, 
A-serving @ sentence of ‘time’! 


T rises at siz in the morning, 
‘At seven I’m ringing the bell; 
The young rips avake at its warning, 
It falls on their ears like a knell. 
They turns out of ded in. submission, 
‘And while they are rubbing their eyes, 
They banish me prompt to percition 
For spoiling their bootiful “ byes. 


T then 

And 

Close; 
The litter is realty a scandal, 

No wonder I'm glum and morose. 
Wot with schoolboys a-scattering papers, 
And Nature a-shedding her Leaves, 
And the wanton West Wind at its 

capers, 
I groans, and I grunts, and I gritves. 


@ broom by the handle, 
up the Cloisters and 


And then in Big Hatt they assemble, 
A flogging is due to take places 
The victim is atl of a-trembl 
And whiter than chatk is his face. 
My dooty it és to upraise him 
Upon these pore shoulders of mine: 
Phe flerce-tooking birch fairty flays him, 
He fancies he'tt need @ new spine! 


T works tike a horse up tilt dinner, 
T works like a nigger till tea; 
Pm getting much older and thinner— 
For hard work and me don't agree! 
Pd like to retire on a pension, 
And lire in some snug little nest, 
Far away from the japcrs’ attention, 
And snuggle in comfort and rest? 


But hark! The gate-bett is a-clanging, 
A noisy crowd taits t0 come ing 
Theyre ringing and shouting 
banging: 
“ Old Gossy's asleep o'er his gin” 
The rascals will give me no quarter, 
So now 1 wust lay down my quills 
Don't never become u school porter 
Your harassed, tong-euflering DILL. 


and 


his rolling eyes, his twisted features, 
his mouth foaming over the gag. But 
hig fury did not worry the Greyfriars 


“You can stick here,”” went on Whar- 

“When wo let you go, you can 
gq back to the Mandarin ‘Tang Wang 
and tell him to try again.’ 

“And tell him we don’t caro two- 
pence for him or his tong, or for a jolly 
‘old pair of tongs!” said Bob Ch 

‘A mumbling, hissing sound came from 
the gagged Chinese, His face was 
not. pleasant to look upon, and the 
juniors turned their backs on him, 

A little later, there weze sounds of 
the native servants moving below in 


herdiy light! Call me again at fen 
clock! “Rotters! Lemme alone.” 
“If vou want to stay here alone with 
that ” 


again. in 
Kang’s slanting eyes made him jump. 
“IAT say, you fellows! How did 
that beast get here? Is he safo? 1 
say, don't go down without me! I say, 
TH’ bo ready in a tick! Stay heve, 
you beasts—wait for me, you rotters! 

Oh erikey 1” 
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Billy Buater dressed in record’ time, 
‘Tho Famous Five went downstairs, 
Bunter rolled after them; and the emis- 
sary of the mandarin was left alone. 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Beastly For Bunter! 


Sy ONS dias!” ‘The Portuguese 
B landlord greeted the Greyfriars 
fellows, when they came down. 

“You sleep, well—sin?”” 

‘Tho juniors smiled, ‘They could not 
say that they had slept well, in answer 
$0 the polite inquiry. 

‘Thoy had doubted @ little whether 
Scnhor da Costa, the landlord, might 
not have been in league with Kang and 
his associates. But it was clear now 
that tho Portugueso knew nothing of the 
crents of the night. 4 

Harry Wharton proceeded to explain. 
Ho did not mention the Mandarin ‘Tang 
W but, imeroly explained that a 
Chinese had ontered his room during 


tho night, and that the intruder was idi 


now safely ti 
dla Costa, rolled 
ticulated with bi 


1p, upstairs. Senhor 
black eyes, and ges- 
jusky hands in indig 
nant, astonishment, 


“Na verdade! Que vergonha! . Este 
certo! Isso nao pode ser! Sinto o 


Pe eid, Harry, “Only wo. don't 
‘want to bo detained in Macao to charge 
iim! Wo've got to get back to Hong 
Kong by the first. boat.” 


a0, 0 


hin with, bam throw him out, 
and Lit him wiz the foot! Sim, senhor! 
‘That is bester.”” 

“Leavo him where he is till wo are 


gone, then,” said Harry. “We don't 
want any moro trouble with him.” 

And it was sottled that ™ 
should remain where ho was till 
{urs wore on board the boat for 

Hong Kong. After which, he way to 
bo thrashed and kicked out; and to 
judge, by the expression on’ Mr. da 
Costa's dusky face, the thrashing would 
not bo a light one, ‘The juniors were 
more than content to leave it at that; 
fot onco tho Macao police were mixed 
up in the affair, they might be detained 
for days in tho Portuguese city. 

‘They breakfasted amidst a cloud of 
busting ‘ics; and. ag thoro wero still 
somo hours to wait for tho boat back 
to Hong Kong, thoy walked down to 
the wharf to wait at the steamer office. 
Mr, da Costa bowed then out very 
politely, and expressed & hopo of socing 
them again in Macao; a hope that was 
not likely to be realised. As ho had 
charged them double for everything, no 
doubt, he was quite sorry to seo them 
depart. 

‘Tho juniors ‘wero not sorry to get 
away, howover; and even Billy Bunter, 
when’ he learned what had happened in 
the night while ho was snoring, was 
anxious to got away from Macao. His 
fat thoughts lingored on fantan and 
tho fortune ho had not made; but even 
fan-tan lost its attractions ‘now that 
Bunter had not even copper “cash” 
to put on tho table. 

As they walked down to the wharf, 
with their cyes well about them, the 
juniors did not fail to see that s couple 
pf Chinamen loafed in their wake. 
‘Thoy wero the rickshaw men of the 
night beforo. doubtless still ins state of 
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great puzzloment to know what hed 


\d become of their leader. They were 


still hanging about when the juniors 
reached tho steamer office; and during 
the long wait for the Hong Kong boat 
the juniors saw them again several 
times. But in the daylight and the 
bustling crowds there was nothing that 
the enemy could do. 

When Harry Wharton & Co. went on 
the steamer at last the two Chinese 
watched them from the wharf." They 
were still thero when the river steamer 
glided away from Macao. 

«Jolly glad to bo off!” remarked Bob 
Chorry as the steamer throbbed out 
into the estuary of the Che-kiang. “I 
think I'vo had enough of Macao.” 

“The cnoughfulness is terrific.”” 

“What on earth will Mr. Locke say 
when wo get back?” said Nugent. “I 
hope he will kick Bunter hard.”* 

“Oh, really,, Nugent—" 

“T supposo ‘he must have been vé 

i said Harry, “But he will 
‘0 couldn't hare let that fat 


“Oh, really, 
“Tf you hay 

thom when wo get , 

Star, ‘old fat bean!” grinned Bob 

Cherry. 


Billy Bunter eniffed. 


COMPOSE A 
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK 
and win a 
HANDSOME LEATHER 
POCKET WALLET 
like A. Cash, of 13, Waverley Road, 


laston, Staffs, who haa sent in 
the following winning effort: 


When Quet 
hen Quetchy sat down on 


"ye got a large stock of prizes 
waiting to be won! 


“If Locke cuts up rusty I shall jolly 
soon put him in his  placo!”” he 
answored. “I'm not taking eny ii 
from, a man whose Tye sav 
Considering that I faced a horde of 

rego Chinese to rescue hitn—” 


thes 
Ht you fellows had lent mo, some 
money wo might all be going back rid 
for lifo!” said Bunter reproachfully. 
“The mightfulness is proposterous.” 
“Still, we're going to Canton with 
Piya Lang.” remarked Bunter thought. 
fully. 
fan: 


in at Canton. ‘Tho question is, 
3's going to lend me some money? 

‘So you're going to play fan-tan 
‘again, are youl” demanded Johnny 
Bull, ‘with a glaro at tho fat junior. 

“Yog, rather! And if you fellows try 
to chip in, all I can say is— 
Yaroooooocep !”” 

Bunter sat down suddenly on the 
deck ang roared. ‘Tho Famous Five 
walked along tho deck and left him to 
Foar. They were fed-up with Bunter 
and fan-ten. 

‘Tho steamer a 
islands, and reached tho pier st Hong 
Kong at lest. Mr, Green was waiting 
thero for them, with = sompan ready 
to, take them back to the yacht. 

“Oh! Here you are, you young 


“There's bound to be plenty of f 


lided in among the i 
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swabs!" grunted the mate of the Silver 
Star, ag the juniors came off the gang- 
way. “Mr. Locke reckoned you'd get 
the steamer, beck, and sent mio hero to 
mest you.” Ho glared at Billy 
Bunter. “If 1 was Mr. Locke I'd put 
fat young lubber in irons,” 

“Look hore—” began’ Bunter 
dignantly. 

“Belsy your jawing tackle, you fat 
swab!” 

‘Mr, Green marched off to the waiting 
sampan, and the juniors followed bim, 
Bunter ‘red and wrathful, 

“If that blinking stoamer's mate 
thinks he’s going to talk to mo like 
Ungt— said Bunter, 

“Ob, dey pi" 

gh SHY 

Bunter took his 


aca sulkily in the 
sempan. Ferrers Locke was waiting 
for them when they arrived at tho 
yacht. His face was rather grim. 
Lung grinned a welcome to his friends. 

“Blo welly glad you comey back alles 
safel” he said. 


from what Mr. Green told mo,” said 
Ferrors Locke. . “Plonso tell mo 
exactly what, has happened, Wharton | 
Have you been in any ‘donger ia 
Macaot” 

Wharton yave a succinct account. 
Now that they back, and Billy 
Bunter was, so to speak, at the bar 
‘of justico, the chums of’ the Remo 
were desirous to let him off as lighth 
a3 possiblo. ‘They had yearned to kicl 
Billy Buntor from ono end of China 
to the other, from ‘Tong-king to th 
Groat Wall and back again. “But now 

ey put it as gently as possible, 
avert wrath frou ‘he fat and fabious 

el. 

Bunter, however, did not scom 
anxious to avert wrath. He was, 
usual, completely satisficd with himsclf 
and his proceedings. And his opinion 
was that he was mot going to bo 
cheeked by a blinking stenmer's mato 
and a blinking detective! 
the eocond time you havo 
wt orders, Bunter,” said 
Locke quietly. "The first 
time, owing to happy accident, I had 
to qverlook your conduct. I ‘cannot 
overlook it now.” 

“I suppose I can do as I liket” re- 
marked Bunter casually. 

“Not at, all, while you are in my 
chargo and I'am responsible for you, 
But for Wharton’s courage and good 
fortuns, one of you would have been 
kidnapped in Macao, and would now 
bbe in tho hands of tho Mandarin Tang 
Wang, in the inland city of Pan-shan 
by this time—held as a hostage for Wun 
Lang, This danger was caused by your 
fo 


“Oh, that’s all right, Mr. Locke!” 
said Bunter cheerfully.” “Iwas there 
to protect them, you know. If they'd 
woko mo up, I'd have handled those 
yellow beasts all right!” 

“You do not realise that you have 
done, # great, deal of harm by your 
fells?” asked Lock 

“Oh, draw it mild!" said Bunter. “I 
gan take care of myself, and the other 
fellows—and you, too, ‘if it comes to 
that, And while’ I'm ‘on tho subjoct, I 

as well say that I don’t want any 
I prefer not to be etiticised.” 

You will not hava any moro 
you call it,” said Locke.” “ Words seom 
to be wasted on you, Mr. Green, will 
you kindly doal ‘with Bunter.” 

Ay, ay, air!” 


EVERY SATURDAY 


‘Here, I say, hands off ig 
ronred Bunter, as the mate of the 


Silver Star grasped bim in a grasp of = 


iron. 
Mr. Green did not let 


his brawny kaee, faco 
down. Then his heavy 
hand rose and fell. 

Spank! 

Tt rang like a pistol- 
shot through the yacht, 
and seross the waters 
of Hong Kong Har- 
bour. 

Louder still rang the 
yell of Billy Bunter. 

*Xoooooop !” 

Spank! Spank! 
Spank! Spank! a 

“Yarooogh! Help! 
Leggo! Rescue! Oh 
Jor’ ~Whooooh !” 


‘Mr. Green’s heavy 
band rose and fell, with 
sound liko the’ beat- 
ing of carpet. “Every 
tounding whack rang 
ou Buntor's tight 
trousers like a pistol- 
shot. 

Bunter wriggled and 
soured, Ho. clawed 
with bie fat hands, he 
kicked up his fat logs 
wildly, But there was 
no eteape for Buntor. Mr, Green’s left 
hand pinned him down like @ vice: 


and the hefty right hand rove end fell 
in a sories of terrific spanka, 
Spankt Spank! Spank! 
“Yow-owow-owow! Leave off! I 


on't do it any more! roared Bunter. 
tay, you follows, stoppim! Drag 
gimoff!’ Yoooooop 1” 

“Ha, ha, hav” 

Tho whole crew of the Silvor Star 
stared on at the punishment of Bunter. 
‘There was o howl of laughter as tho 
fat junior wriggled and writhed and 
roared. Bunter had asked for it—in 
fact, begged for it—and now he was 
getting it! And ho was getting it hard! 

A dozen times that heavy hand rose 
and fell, each time with » resounding 
‘Then Ferrers Locke made a 
ign, and Mr. Green rolled Bunter off 
bis knee, 

“A fow more, sir?” he suggested. 

Ferrers Locke iled. 

“Y think that will do?” he said. 

Bunter felt that it would do, led! 
He bolted for the companion the 
moment he was released, and vanished 
below. Sounds of lamentation floated 
up, and for a long, long time Billy 
Bunter resombled the young man of 
Hythe who was shaved with a scythe— 
he did nothing but wriggle and writhe. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Wonderful Mr, Wun ! 


ANG, bang, bang! 

Bae ce Fm — 
Bang, bang! 
My’ only hat!” 

BANG! 

It pas the following morning, end 
tho chums of the Remove were loafing 
Jaaily on the deck of the Silver Star. 
Tha dag they had learned from Ferrers 
Locke, Mr. Wun Chung Lung was to 


fe sat down and tested Bunter across 77) 
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arrive to receive his son from the hands 
of tho Baker Street detective and 
thoy were waiting cheerfully for tho 

‘of tho Canton ‘merchant. when 
wdden outbreak of explosions 
startled them. 

For tho moment they wondered 
whether it was an. attack of Chinese 
Pirates. But though there were plenty 
Of pirates up and down. the Canton 
river it wat unlikely that such gentry 
would venture into’ tho well-guarded 
waters of Hong Kong Harbour. “Ne 
theless, tho roar of sudden explosions 
was very startling. 

The juniors ran to the side. | Even 
Billy Bunter, who was below dealing 
with a second, or” third, breakfast 
Folled up on deck in alarm'to sce what 
the matter was. 

Thero was a chirrup of glee from 
Wun Lung. mene & 

“Fathee comey!” he exo 

‘Tho Chinese junior’ 
was very bright 

“Your father coming?” exclaimed 
Bob Cherry. 

“He comey plenty quick.” 

Wun Lung pointed to an enorm 
boat, as largo as any barge, th 
foating down ‘under silken sa 
was from that goreeously-painted and 
decorated craft “that the terre ‘ex- 
plosions came. “And the j 
that “the explosions. cai 
crackers, not firearme-erackers such as 
Nero used at home on the Fifth. of 
November, but bigger and louder and 
more deafening. 

Firecrackers play @ very | 
part in Chinese life. A Chineco. wed 
Ging wakes all the adjacent echoes with 
exploding ‘crackers. A Chinese. 
come, on the grand scale, is es noe 
Ss 8 Chinese wedding. Mr. Wan was 
eridently doing. this thing in style. 
Enormous numbers of hugo crackers 
popped snd [roared ‘and amide the 
fracking and popping came’ tho: whit 
snd screech of native mucieal instru 


important 
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iments played by & band of musicians on 

the lacquered deck of tho great boat. 
Harry Wharton & Co. were caroful 
not to stop their ears, which was their 
natural impulse. Obviously. this fright. 
ful row was in honour of the English 
frie who had brought the merchant's 
son safe home to China, and it was up 
to them to take it smilin, 
you fellows, is that, the 
owled Billy Bunter, blinking 


pirates hy 


out on deck in great alarm, 
luffce !” exclaimed Wun 
me comey.”” 
Bob, crikey 1" gasped Bunter ‘ 
jang, bang, bang! Pop, pop, po} 
Sereech, scretch, screech 1” i 


Egyrors Locke smiled faintly, 
“Mr, Wun is coming, my boys,” he 
is a great ‘honour to 
there are very few forcign devils who 
would receive such a welcome.” 

“The welcome ig terrific,” remarked 
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh: 

“Oh, my ears!” murmured Nugont, 

Bang, bang, BANG 

Wun Lang was capering with delight. 
Evidently he was glad to see his father 
again, and to hear a traly Chinese wel- 
como home! 

Mr. Wan was in sight now, standing 
on the shining deck of the Mige house: 
boat. 

He was a plump gentleman, of very 
portly, form, “clad "in the’ Mowing, 

rocaded garinents of a rich Chinese 
no traco of the European abont him like 
so many of the Chineso that the juniors 
had seen in Hong Kong. 

Ho stood like statue as tho hovso- 
boat glided slowly to the yacht, with x 
fanfaro of instruments, a screeching of 
bells, a thumoping of drums, and a ba 
ing of gigantic ‘crackors. " Behind hs 
stood richly-clad serving-men with tr 
and bundles, and the juniors wonder 
what their part in the gaino was, They 
Jearned later that these were the gift. 
bearers, For Mr. Wun, though not 
noble, was an immensely rich Chinese, 
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and as gorgeous sod expensive in his 
manners and customs as any girdle- 
wearer” of the old Manchu Empire. 
jang, bang! Screech! Jingle! 
Pom, pom, pom! Bang! Crash! 

“My hat!” murmured Bob, Cherry, 
“Wo'te seeing China now—roal China 
J wouldn't have missed this for any: 

“T wish they'd turn on the soft 
pedal!” murmured Nugent, “I can 
fecl_my eardrums going!” 

“The bigger the rox, the greater the 


weleome in China!’ grinned Bob. 
sh is somo welcome, and no 
mistake!” 


‘The house-boat Lin Sey alongside the 
anchored yacht. On the smooth waters 
‘of the roudstead tho two vessels lay side 
by side, and bumped gently. The 
Silver Siar was. a very handsome yacht, 
but the gorgcousness of the Chinese craft 
made it look like @ coal-boat in com- 
parison, Colour blazed and dazzled 
from the house-boat. Mr. Wun himself 
completely outshone Joseph of old, who 
wore @ coat of many colours; Mr, Wan 
wore many coats of many colours, All 
his innumerable attendants glowed like 
butterflies. 

‘The gangway was run across, and 
Mr, Wun came on board the Silver Star. 
He camo with a rustling and 
‘of costly silks. 

Tho juniors naturally expected him 
to grect tho son from whom he had been 
separated so long, But Mr. Wun was 
‘8 Chinese gentleman, tho poli 
of man in the world.” His attention was 
wholly bestowed on Ferrers Locke. Ho 
kow-towed threo times beforo tho Bakor 
Streot detective, each time almost touch- 
ing the deck with his nose. Ho solemaly 
shook one hand with tho other band in 
greeting. Ferrers Locke, with equal 
solemnity, “shook is own hand ia 
acknowledge iad Mr. Wun been 
an. “advanced” Chineso Locke would 
have shaken hands with bim in tho 
Western ways but Me. We not at 
all advanced, and Locke fell in with the 
Chinese custom. “Physical contact of 
any kind is considered disgusting 7 
Chinamien, and a Chinese gentleman 
Of the old school would. no more gras 
his friond’s hand than he would tweal 
his nos 

Having got through the ceremony of 
kow.towing, Mr. Wun addressed Locko 
in flowing Chinoso. 

Locke, in Chineso eyes, was of course 
only a forcign devil, inhnitely inferior 
to o Chinaman. But he was a friend of 
Mr. Wun, and he had brought Mr. 
‘Wun’s son safe across half the world, 
defeating all attempts on his life. So 
the was o man whom Mr. Wun delighted 
to honour, 

For a steady ton minutes Mr, Wun 
addressed him, for the Chinese, especi- 
ally in matters of politeness, are # long~ 
winded race. Harry Wharton & Co, 
listened without tnaaretan gO word, 
‘Thoydid not know that Mr. Wun was 
comparing Ferrerg Locke to the 
in the sky for beauty, to all the Chinese 
gods for wisdom, to the serpent for 
Cunning, and to the lion for courage, 
‘and wishing him a life extending over 
a thousand. years, with five. hundred 
wives and ten thousand sons. 

All of which Locke acknowiedged with 
bends of tho head; as it was practically 
impossible to kow-tow in. trousers, and 
as he would have offended Mr. Wun 
very much by shaking hands with him. 

‘he oration being at an end, Locke 
turned to Wun Lung, and led him to- 
wards his father, Hitherto, the polil 
entleman had seemed unconscious of 
is aon’s existence, though he must have 
seen him; and Wun Lung made no sign. 
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The greeting between Chinese 
father and son was rather interesting 
for the juniors to watch. ‘They did not, 
of course, shake hands. Wun Lung 
kow-towed at the fect of Wun Chung 
Lung, tapping his forehead on the deck 
‘of the Silver Star. He remained at 
his father’s feet, till ho was graciously 
commanded to rise. 

‘Then he was commanded to present 
his friends. And Me. Wun broke into 
English as he addressed the juniors. 

“How shall I thank-you for your 
Kind friendship for this ioathsome son 
of « poor worm?” ho seid. “The 
father of Wun Lung crawls at your 
fect and begs you forgive his insolence 
in approaching your honourable and 
heaven-like persons 
‘Jolly glad to meet you, Mfr. Wun,” 
id Bob Cherry, wondering whether 
politeness required him to describe him. 
self as = loathsome worm crawling at 
Mr, Wun's fect, i 

“Wun Lung’s a. great friond of ours, 
at school,” ssid Harry.“ Wo're very 
honoured’ to moet his fathor. : 

“This condescension overwhelms this 
Poor, and miscrable worm ‘confu- 
sion,” said Mr. Wun; not, however, 
looking at all overwhelmed or confused. 
“May this wretched person dare to beg 
your  graci to accept a fow 

iscrable and poverty-stricken presents 
that he has brought from his desolate 
hovel at Canton?" 


test kind be 


Famous 
Bunter did not come on in this scone. 
Either Mr. Wun was not aware that 

ho was a member of tho party, or oleo 

he had not been described ss a friend by 


‘Wun. Tang; moreover, the Chines® 
jusior ad nol presented ‘the Ow! to 
his father, "Billy ‘Buntor blinked on 


at tho seane through hie big epectacles, 

ind sniffed. EA E 
“Your condescension in accepting 
theso few miserable presents would over: 
helm mo with humble joy!” said BM. 
Wun, with a deep bow, 

Tho juniors looked to Ferrers Locke 
for guidance. ‘The gifts were besutifel 
things, obviously of (great value; orna- 
ica oe bronzo and Eero os 
mrought daggers, carved ivory figures, 
aingiug-birds in gilded cages, Tooauered 
jars of tobacco, scented boxes of polished 
‘wood, all sorts of strange and beautiful 
things. Locke made a sie of assent; 
it would have been a terrible burt to the 
Ghineso gentleman to refuse his gifts, 
though the juniors felt awkward about 
accepting things that had plainly cost & 
ene the see accepted, a Mi 

0 the ‘gifts were |, and Mr. 
‘Wun thanked for them at which he pro- 
fessed to be covered with confusion at 
their gracious condescension in accept- 
ing a few miserable things from a 
aaable “in ay 

is might have been supposed to 
have been the end of the ceremony, 
pet (hers hg tel re ong tale 
to be got through, in English an 
iircaent ae finally pear oe 
the meeting reetin ‘occupi 
fan hour and a ball! Little regard 28 
paid to timo in China; and in matters 
Of politencss a Chinese fairly leta him 
self go. Indeed, the juniors began to 
wonder whether it id ever end at all, 
or whether they were booked to watch 
end listen to Mr. Wun for the rest of 
their natura! lives! 

‘However, all things end, even in 
China, and it was over at last] 


ously by 
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Quarters had been arranged on the 
house-boat for Locke and the Grey- 
friare party, to convey them up to 
Canton with’ Wun Lung, for Mr. Wun 
would not dream of parting with them 
till they had condescended to taste of 
his hospitality at his own homo. And 
tho Co. wanted to see Wun Lung safe 
within the Ouse 

‘The juniors bad 
acked, and their 
sferred to the 
h oat. Bunter had no baggage 
—it was hig delightful way to bag what 
he wanted’ from the vther fellows’ bag: 
age. Ho rolled across the gangway 
sniffing. The most important person 
on board the yacht received the 
Jeast attention? and Bunter confided 
to Bob Chorry in a whisper that he had 
jolly good mind not to go along with 
‘8 gang of dashed beathons at all. Bob 
heartily agreod that Bunter would do 
well to remain on tho Silver Star at 
Hong Kong while tho party wont up 
the river to Canton, and, indeed, de- 
clared that it would be « kind action 
on bis part! ‘Whereupon Bunter 
snorted, and rolled on to the house-boat. 
Bunter’ was not going to be left out, 
‘not if Bunter knew it, 

When the party and their bs 
were duly embarked, tho house: 
cast off from the yacht, the en 
were spread, and with’s blaro of trum: 

ots, @ clanging of bells, and # terriie 

‘ing of ‘crackers, Harry Wharton 
gad Co, started for the Interior of 
8. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
River Pirates ! 
MYPAAIRY-LAND I" said Bob Cherry. 

i really soemed Tike ten 

Night Ned fallen on tho Cen- 

ton river. Dusky akioa loomed 
shadowy over the slowly gliding houso- 
boat on the broed’ bosom of the river, 
Hundreds, “if not’ thousendy, ‘of 
Chinese lanterns hung about tho boats 
&,dasior, rd, “gee areen_ or blue, 
Tantoea could hang, ee “HOTeVOr 


3. Mr. Wun 
ant “ot all 
ied and 


o 
8 fairy-land to the Grey- 
friar falioms, Even ‘Bunter ine 
round him with appreciation, Lights 
flimmored afar on the distant banks of 

great river. Shadowy junke aud 


sampans glided by in the gloom, 
“Golly Cposoutel, ian't {9° yawned 

Johnny’ Bull, stretched at ease on a 

Bile of dows ciions on tho lacqusred 


“Tho peacefulness ia terrific,” 

remarked Hurroo Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Tsay, you fellows—” 
“Hallo, hallo, haliot 

poetical, Bunter?” 


Feeling 


“Ebl’ I was just wondering what 
yas in those little bowls they offered us 
for supper. It looked jolly nico, but 

BOS SL ae 

wore According to 
the Chinese,” be ald” “They'ee so 
end of @ de = 

“What wer is 

“Soails fed on roses.” 

*Grovoogh I” 


Billy Bunter did not feel thankful. 
But bo felt deeply thankful now that he 
had resisted those delicacies. 

(Continued on page 28,) 
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THE FLYING SPY! 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


UNTRODUCTION ON PAGE 26.) 


Dr. Zolhoff suddenly halted—rigid, motionless, staring 
Handing in ihe centre of the foc was tho alls, groped form 


with dilated for 


Galdo 


von Sturm f 


‘Towards Berlin, 

Meprp TROL)” said Guy tersely to 

‘ono of the mechanics who camo 

sunning towards the machine. 

“Yes, Horr Leutnant,” + 

plied the man. ““I will inform tho duty 
officer.” 

|. Guy nodded. He knew that the sign- 

ing of tho duty offcer’s chit for fuel 

was, a formality which could not be 

‘Unter-Ofsior Utroff, duty officer of 
the day, came bustling up. 

“Whero are you from?” he demanded. 

“Saarbrucken,” replied Guy, with an 
inward smile af the grim irony of the 
words. “I am fying on urgent mission 
to Berlin? 

Unter-Offzier Utroff grunted and pro- 
duced fuel chit for Guy to aga. It 
‘was none of his business, this mission on 
which the boy was flying. . 

Jn these grey days of war machines 
came and machines yeent on business 
which was no affair of a humble unter- 


‘And you will strap me a drum of 
petrol on the bottom of the fuselago 
above the undecarriage,” said Guy 
curtly. {There are few aerodromes on 


8 direct line from hero to Berlin and 9, 


T do not wish to have to go out of my 
way to Sind ono!” 
ye 


again flying northeast and climbing 
steeply, Ho was heading now for Ber- 
Tin and as he flew on bo planned out 
his course of action. 4 

‘The compass course he was following 
would take him over the thickly-wooded 
district of the Thuringian Forest which 
lay south of Erfurt and Cassel. 

‘There were clearings there in one of 
which ho would land; taking off again 
and pushing on to Berlin after dusk, 
‘That was, of course, provided 
apprehended during the daylight 

‘Climbing steadily, he reach 
altitude of seventeen thousend feet and 
it was from that height that, towards 

id-morning, he glided down with 
engino ticking over and landed in a 
lonely and isolated part of the Thur- 
ingian Forest. 

He came to earth in a clearing almost 
‘an acre in extent; dropping the machine 


HONOURS LIST. 
For most conspicuous bravery and 
devotion to duty—Major Guy Tempest 
++ + the Victoria Cross. 


in @ paucake landing after side-slipping 
in from three hundred feet. 

And there he epent the day with tho 
machine drawn in_ close to a thick 
clump of bushes." With the dusk, and 
the passing of any likelihood of dis. 
govery before dawn, ho snatched a brief 
hour's sleep. 

Darkness had come when he awakened 
and not a sound disturbed the stillness 
of the quiet countryside. Unstrapping 
the drum of petro! he placed it near the 
bushes. ‘Then switehing on he a 
the propeller and clambered up. into 
the cockpit. 

‘As he opened up tho throttle, the 
drone of the quietly running engin 
rose to a deep, roverberating roar ant 
tho little Silberkugel scout commenced 
to move forward. 

With rapidly inoressing impetus 
swept actoss the clearing and soared 

no, the might sky in a steep upward 
climb. It cireled once, ‘then headed 
away towards Berlin, climbing av it 
went, 


it 
“p 


‘The Return! 

IDNIGHT of that fateful night 
found Dr. Zolhoff in bis hour 
in tho Gartenstrasse, a quict 
residential euburb of Berlin, 

“Ltell you no doubt whatsoever exists 
in my mind,” Zolhof paused in his rest- 
Jess pacing of the floor to rap the words 
at tho seated Raschen, “Guide von 
Sturm has returned to Germany!” 


“But why—but 7” exclaimed 
Raschen petulantly. e thing is ine 
credible! If the suspicions of Ozwarte, 


nd Nurron that ho has 


Kerlmann, 
ro correct, Von Sturm must 


returned 
be mad 
Zolhol’s thin lips twitched into & 
ing, tirtbless emile. 
Not 40 mad as you might. think, 
Raschen,” he seid. “Before. hia, trial 
in the Graurtrasse Barracks, Von Sturm 
had many friends in Germany. It is 
possible that the fool thinks that be ean 
Sail rely ‘on somo. of thore 
afford him sanctuar 
He laughed sotth 
“Schwein ‘und blot!” ho exclaimed 
“But thet wae a devilish clever move on 
the part of Pedlar Zor!” : 
‘Turning, he crossed to, the heavy iron 
safe which stood against the wall 
Swinging back the door, he took x lone, 
thin envelope from one of the shelves, 
1d, with st, returned to his desk. 
“Sco,” ho said, “hero is the report 
sent through in wireless code. from Le 
Courban by Hane Offer. 7 wil refresh 
your memory with it. ‘Then you will 
nderetand “more clearly why, Von 
Sturm hes returned to Germany.” 
Withdrawing a fimey sheet of paper 
from the envelope, he unfolded it and 
commenced to read in harch, grating: 
fones the decoded report secoived. that 
morning by the Gefman Intelligence 
Bureau’ in the Willelmeteasso from 
"Tne Macyer Lisnant.—No. 1,182. 


% 


Hang Offer, their spy bebind the British 
Lines at Lo’ Courban. 


“Report from No. 31. 

“fone German 
Burcaw. 

“T regret to report that Pedlar Zor 
has faited in ‘the mission which 
Urought him to Le Courban—the 
ausassination of the traitor, Guido von 
Sturm (now Major Guy Tempest, of 
the British Air Force). 

“7 also regret to report that Pedlar 
Zor is himself dead. He «as shot 
whilst endeavouring to escape from 
the British camp, oe 

“He did not totally fait in bie 
mission, however, for belore being 
Killed he claimed Von Sturm as a 
colleague in the pay of the Father- 
land. To escape arrest as @ German 
apy, Yon Sturm commandcercd an 
eroplane and fled from Le Courba 

WOnders issued from British Wing 
Headquarters at Le Courban are 0 
the effect that Von Sturm is to be 
arrested the instant Ae és found, with 

w to being tried as @ German 


Intelligence 


Zolhoff taid down the paper. 

"There," ho said, triumphantly turn- 

ing to Raschen, “you geo now, do you 

not, why. this’ dog, Von, Sturm, has 

Fetirned to Germany? here te no 
france.” 


safety for him in 
“But there ip Tessin Germany t” 


hido him.” 7 
Raschon shook his head. 
“T cannot think,’ 

heavily, “that that 

has returned to Ge ny 7 
“Then why hi ho returned?” 

domanded Zolhof angrily. “Tell me 

that—why has ho returned?” 
“Xf cannot say,” responded Raschen. 

“But if, os is muspected, it was Von 

Sturn who attacked tho Albatrosses 

over Saarbrucken this morning, he 

Seureely have come to Germany’ secking 


sanctuary. | ‘The attack on thoso 
minchines this morning was the act of a 
bitter enemy of, the Fathorland t” 


‘Zolbolt 


lent, There was logic 
here. wl 


could not, answer. 


was, 
ich he 


ing 


re engaged in 
not 


Sindi 
ho will 


wil 


“ervently 0 
General Raschen hen’ 
ST it way ho who. was piloting the 
Silberkugel scout which landed at No. 4 
‘School of Aerial Fighting this morning. 
hho is making towards Berlin. He told 
the duty olficor 60.” 

“Blu! snarled Zolhoff. “Pure 
bluff Would you—or anyone in their 
enses~stato 
under such circumstances? Of course 
nott ‘The thing is ridiculous !” 

With. a brusquo movement, he pushed 
back his chair and, to his fect, 
recommenced his pacing of the floor, 
hands clasping ai 
big back. ‘ 

“We have not yet discovered the 

aper which he stole from this room,” 
he burst out. “In spite of the most 
rigorous search, we havo failed to locate 
it. And I tell you, Raschen, until that 
paper bearing details of our espionage 
service in Britain is once again in my 
‘aands, I shall know no peace of mind.” 


yihere you were going Ter 


unclasping behind Germa 


“Strange,” said Raschen reflectivels, 
“that the clue he gave you in the 
doath cell of the Graustrasse has proved 
20 valucless.”” 

“Glue?” snarled ZolboH. “It was no 
glue! ‘Tho dog was hoodwinking me— 
laughing at me! Blitzen und. blutt 
Could f but meet that traitor face to 
faco once moro—" 

Ho. 


jo yon 


For some little time longer they 
talked; not of Vo Sturm, but of the 
Jatost communiques from the Western 

Front. 

Teronne had been eracuated. Unable 
to ‘withstand a vigorous offensive 
Taunched by British troops and, eup- 
ported by tanks and heavy artillery, 
fhe fold grey soldiers of Germany hed 
fallen back. 

From dawn till sunsot German 
“tronch-strafing ” machines had fought 
desperately inthe air to relieve their 
hard-pressed infantry. 

But to littlo avail. Steadily, remorse- 
lessly, the adyancing line of British 
bayotieta hed driven tho Germans back, 
and now Peronne was in Allied hands. 

“Te isa serious loss for us,” com. 
mented General Rasohon dully, “And 
our casualtics havo beon heavy.” 
“Pah! What does it matter?” 
claimed Zolhoff jmpationtly. “Be. 
cause we loso a fow metres of ground 

ida fow hundred men wo are not 
‘Tho winter is > a 

wo shall be content to 


army. 


havo swept, the British and the French 
back into the sea!” 
‘Tho man’s blatant confidenco in the 
ultimate victory of tho field-groy hordes 
Genoral Ri 


raised tho spirits of, 
Yor,” bo 
prevail (” 

“Wo shall provailt” riod Zolhoff. 
“For forty years wo hay prepared for 
war, and’ Germany, 
master of the world! Ot 

4, never wi 


‘A few minutes later, heartened in 


mind, General Raschcn rose to, take, his 
departure. Zolhoft a ied him 
‘along. the dimly illuminated hallway to 
tha front door. 

‘os Good.night, Reschen,” ho waid, hold- 
ing out his hand. 


Good-night, Herr Doktor,” replied 


‘THE OPENING OHAPTERS. 
oving fred the truth from De. Zolhal, 
guaran atthe ie Sete Tea 
ripe his Knokn ot Onto on Star 


THE MAGNET 


‘the general. “I will let you know 
igsmediately if any nows is received at 
‘the Wilhelmstrasse os to the where 
abouta of Von Sturm.” 

“Dol” assented Zolhoff. Then added 
gtatingly: “There is only ono thing I 
ask of fate, Raschen, and that is to be 
Permitted to meet Guido von Sturm 
face to face just once again.” 

‘The general nodded. 

sph understand," be suid quietly. 

‘Turning away, he entered his waitin 
car, and, closing the front door, Zolh 
slowly retraced his steps along the hall- 
wag in tho direction. of the library. 

es, if only he could meet Vou Sturm 
face to face again! Never in the whole 
course of his lifé had he hated anyone 
as be hated that British boy whom he 
had tried to make @ German. 

“God grant wo meot i” he whispered, 
his bands clenching convulsivoly; and 
nevor had, been uttered prayer, 
tore murderous thoughts behind 

Reaching tho door of the library, he 
opened it and stepped briakly across the 
threshold into the room, 

Thon suddenly, with a sharp intake 
of breath, he halted, rigid, motionles— 
staring with dilated ayes,’ for standing 
in the contre of the Yoom, by the desk, 
was tho slim, grey-clad form of Guide 


von Sturm! 
“Y 
‘word came from Zolhofl 
in almost a. whispor. 
“Yes, I, Herr Doktor," repli 
boy. ““And you will observe I have you 
covered.” 


Iue-black barrel of the automatic 
hand was pointed menacingly 
towards Zolhotf. 

“Kindly bo seated,” he went on, and 
his voice was entirely ooo) and unrufited. 
“There aro one or two things I wish to 


say to you, 

le moticned towards a chair. But 

Zolhoff ignored tho gesture, 
“How--bor do you como to be hero1” 

“Here, in. thia room ?” 

Teotered through. the window,” 

explained Guy, indicating the hoavily- 

curtained french windows which opened 

on to the garden. “But ba scatod— 


leaso!” 

“Thoro waa sharp inperiousness in 
histone. which gave, token of how 
supromely master 16 situation be 
Felt himeelt. 

But Zolhof made no move, ‘The fret 
shook of this undreamt of meeting was 
passing, and rapidly the man was ro- 
gaining control of himself, 

“You madman!” he burst out, “You 
suicidal fool. Do you think you can 
‘come in here'as you will? Dg you think 
you can walk in aad out again—" 

“1 dol” out in tho boy. 0" And I will 
give you just five Herr Doktor, 
Sn which to be seated. If you continué 
to be stubborn T shall shoot you whore 


you stand 

‘There was a deadly earnestness in the 
words which was not lost on Zolhoff. 
For an instent ho hesitated, his glaring 
eyes on tho stern features’ of tho boy. 
‘Then with slow and heavy tread he 


The Last Meeting ! 
oul” 
Tho hoarse, _ incre: 


crossed the floor and slumped into a 
chair. 

“You sre .wise.” commented Guy 
grimly. “And I it may focilitate 


Sur ‘conversation, if you | thoroughly 
understand that at the first hostile move 
yur part { shall kill 


on ou with a 
Titel compunotion as I woul 


Killa rat. 
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‘Bo you can dismiss any idea you might 
havo of attompting to attack moor 
shouting for help! 

‘Keeping the seated man covered, he 
backed to the door, and quictly closing 
it, turned the key in the lock 

“Tn the first place,” continued Guy, 
retracing his. steps towards the desk, 
“T intend to take possession of my Iron 
Cross which you took from me in the 
Gravstrasso. barracks. Where is it? 
What havo you. dono with it?” 

“Tt ia there—in that pigeon-hole in my 
desk,” answored Zolhol hoarsely. 

“Thank you!” nodded Guy. “I sup- 
pose,” be went on, picking up the small, 
Plush-lined case, “that it has lain hero 
Binog tho night you took it from me?” 

noe the, 

‘The boy snapped open the-case, dis- 
closing the Iron Cross inside. Glancing 
at, it he turned amused eyes on Zolhoft. 

“You havo never trou! 
thip modal?” he asked. 

Zolhoff stared at him in momentary 
wonderment. 

{INOl™ he exclaimed. “Why should 


“Why should you?” ochoed Guy, 
“There was every zoaton, Herr Doktor 
Ho shook his head Jn’ mock sadness. 
“Aloe!” ho went on, “I begin to feol 
that you aro losing that keen perception 
those brilliant powers of deduction— 
which have made you Chiof of the Ger- 
man Scoret Service.” 


led to examine 


What do you moan, curse you!” 
T mean this,” ropliod Guy. “That 
night "in tho’ death cell” of the 


Graustrasse barracks I gave you a clue 
as to the whereabouts "of the paper 
fearing the details of your espionage 
worvice in England. The clue read, I 
believe, ‘I see—the moisging paper’.”” 

“Tt did!” assented. Zolhof® hoarscly. 
© But it was no cluo—it meant nothing |” 

You ‘are wrong!” interposed. Guy. 
“i miant. everything 

Still keeping Zolholl covered with the 

un in hig right hand, he laid the Tron 

Sross on tho desk and drew towards him 
fa shect of paper. ‘Thon picking up a 
Pencil he seribbled a fow words. 

“Look, Horr Doktor,” he invited. 
“The reading of the clue.” 

Ho thrust the paper towards Zolhoff. 
With furious eyes the man read 

“T see—the missing paper.” 

“1, G—tho missing paper. 

“Tron Grose—the missing. paper.” 

For o long moment Zolhoft studied 
the seribbled words. : 

“But 1 do not understand,” he said 
harshly. 

“Do you not?” laughed Guy. “Yet 
it is very simple. Listen, Herr Dok- 
tor. Aa you know, it is a common 
enough procedure for an offcor Sying 
Sror enemy councry—or fighting in the 
Yine~to carry concealed on his person 
a microscopic compuss and a map. 
Either might prove invaluable toh 
in the event of his being taken priso 
and_ escaping.” 

vty “amraware of that,” snarled Zol 
hoff. _ But what has it got to do with 
ous oon Coat athe poper you ole 
Fromm this room?" 

Just this,” replicd Guy. “While fly- 
ing in the service of Germany I always 
carried with me this Iron Cross, know 
Sng that in the event of'my eapture T 
would be allowed to retein it. But 
it is not tho Iron Cross which was pre- 
sented to me oy your Emperor. Ik is 
2 fake. The embossed circular centre 
portion is hollow, and in it I carried a 
email silk map of France. ‘The night 
Ttook the espionage paper from this 
room I removed the map from the 
Iron Cross and placed the paper there 
in ite stead.” 

‘Again he laughed, 


“And it has been there all this time,” 
he went on. “Lying under your nose, 
Herr Doktor, whilst the finest brains 
of your Secret Service have been fren- 
ziedly searching Germany for it!” 

Zolhoft nevér moved. But his eyes 
wero blazing and the blood was poun- 
ding madly in his temples. 

‘Donner und blat! What a fool this 
‘cursed treacherous whelp had made of 
him. If news of this ever got noised 
abroad he would be ruined=a_laugh- 
jing stock. Gott in Himmel! How. 
fingers itched to feel thomselves’clutch- 
ing around the neck of this British 
Boy who him at every 
turn, What would he not give to have 
the pleasure-of choking rhe life out of 
‘the English 

“Steady. 
cut in. warningl 
and furious thoughts. 


pigt 

the harsh voice of the boy 
‘on Zolhoff’s blacl 
“Tf you attempt 


ising on tho trigger. 


a 


He broke off as, with a snarl, the 
goaded, frenziod Zolhoft_ hurled "him. 
self forward, The tigerish ferocity of 
the attack took the boy momentarily 
unewares, and Zolhoff was on hi 
grappling desperately for the gun, 
face = mask of livid fury. 

Locked. together inan and boy recled 
against the dcak. 

Bang! 

‘Tho gun exploded, fired by Zolhof’s 
clutching fingers inadvertently tighten- 

‘With a gasping 
sob the man swayed back, steggered a 
pace, then crashed forward to lic & 
huddled, lifeless heap on the flaor. 

‘And thus he was found a few minutes 
ater by his seared manservant, who, 
roused from his bed by the sotind of 
tho. shot, broke in tho door of the 
library. 

‘The french windows which led into 


Hope,” proved 


thrills, 
be intrigued 


Sample for yourselves, in next week’ 
this super tres 


to move out of that chair I shall shoot 
you between the eyes! 

“You—you—” choked Zothoft. 

‘Then the hatred, the ungovernable 
Derserk passion which was shaking tho 
man, found sudden vent in foul tor- 
rent. of abuse. 

“And this,” there was undisguised 
clation in Guy Tompett’s votoe a5 he 
picked up tho report of Hans Offer 
Which Zolhoff had read to General Ras- 
chen carlier that night, “‘is the other 
thing I came to Germany to seek. Proof 
that I am no ercature in your pay, Zol- 
hoff, you rat! Proof that Pedlar Zor 
ied when he claimed me as his comrad 
apa "colleague, | “When piace th 
report your espionage paper in 
British hands, Zolhoft, they'll know that 
Y’m no Boche at heart. They'll let 
wpe ride the shioo against your Fokkers 
You thought I could fight when I was 
Von Sturm. Till show you how Guy 
‘Tempest ean Gght, you rat— 


SMASHING STORY OF THE FOOTER FIELD! 


Good news, boys! - John Brearley, whose serial story, 
uch a corking success, has written specially for you a book- 
length yarn. of King Footer. In the fortunes and misfortunes of the Railton 
Rovers, the sole property of Jimmy Brennan, you will revel in a welter of 
breadth escepes, and clotcly-contested footer matches. You will 
nd yet appalled at the villa 
whose stout heart, bunched fists, and Napoleoni 
to make an opposition before which any vili 


SPORTS- 
MAN. 


“The Test Match 


wous plot to ruin young Jimmy, 
spirit to conquer, combine 
nous plotters might quail, 
eue, the first stunning chapters of 


ind then be prepared to admit that John Brearley once more 
hos found the net with a real scorcher ! 


STARTS NEXT WEEK! 


servant raised his head und stared fear- 
fully towards them, there came from 


the wide, darkened’ Jawa beyond. tho 


es, tho sudden, shatt 
of a powerful acro engine. 
It grow in volume, then, ai 


machine took off, died slowly 
higher and higher’ in the aight sky. 


In the “London Gamtte” a week 
appeared the following 
‘Lempest—Major Guy; British Royal 


Air, Force. — For most conspicuous 
bravery and devotion to duty, the Vie- 
toria Cross. 

“Major ‘Tempest, single-handed, at. 
tacked a formation of ten Albatress 
machines over Sxarbrucken, and was 
successful in shooting down, five before 
running out of ammunition.” 

‘THE END, 
Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,182. 
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GREYFRIARS CHUMS IN CHINA! 


(Continued from page 24.) 


“Peaceful, and no mistake!” said 
Harry Wharton, sitting up on bis 
enshiong, and glancing aeross the dusky 
iver. “Who'd imagine that there was 
8 war going on in China, and that this 
river is famous for its pirates? We 
shall—" 

Wharton was. interrupted. 

‘There was a sudden bump as a 
shadowy sampan glided out of the night 
and touched the bull of the house: 
bout, A sudden, ringing yell, « burst 
of firing, @ swarming of yellow faces 
and gleaming, curved swords in the 
lantera-light. 

‘A moment ago perfect poace bad 
‘eined to roign—while the river pirates 
wore ereeping on their prey. Now 
Pandemonium broko loose, with @ sud- 
denness that was startling to the Grey- 
{tiara follows. 


Bang! Crack! Yell! Shrick! 
oO my hast” ; . 
“Up guards, and at 'em!” gaspe 

Bob Cherry. 


"varooogh!” Dilly Buntor vanished 
Pa sy 

Gracks ertck, crack! Ferrers, Locke 
had been sented, talking apare with Me. 
Wan ‘in Ghineve, with quiet ‘gravity: 
Bit e-was evidently propured for what 
night happen at any moment. on 
Chinese river, for now, he was standing 
ith an automate in either hand, pitehe 
Tg. bullets at. the yellow pirates” who 
farmed yelling over the 


Harty Wharton & Co. grasping any 
thing that' came to hand to use asa 
weapon, 


rushed to join Locke. 
Wun, with a huge curved sword 
hand, was well to foso, Hie 
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Crack, ersck, crack, rang the auto- 
zmatics, and Ferrers Locke did not waste 
a shot. Yelling yellow ruffians rolled 
back into the sampan, or eplashed into 
tho river, under his’ deadly shooting. 
A _ black-browed, _black-moustached 
Tuffian camo sweeping across the deck 
with a huge sword that he wielded with 
both hands, and two of Mr. Wun's 
serving-men went down under his ter- 
gible slashes, right and left. Ferrers 
Lpcke, fired ‘his muzzle almost in the 
Pirate's faeo, and the Chinaman went 
staggering back, shot through the brain, 
and his gigantic aword clanged on the 
eck. 

Wild sells, stamping of feet, clashin 
of steel, ringing of shots—shrieks and 
groans and splashes 
‘They're running!” gasped Bob 
Cherry. 

“Hurrah 

The stont, resistance, and tho fall of 
their, chiof, sent tho. river-pirates 
scuttling back to the sampan—what was 
left of them. With ficrco cries, tho 
Chineso crew crowded to the side“aftor 
‘them, cutting and slashing at the pirates 
as they went, and man after man fell 
into the river and disappearod. 

‘Tho sampar shoved ‘off hastily, and 


guns and. pistols from the houseboat 
pitched lead into it till it var d in 
the night. 


~Mr. Wun, perfectly cool and calm, 
handed his ‘sword to 0 servant to. be 
wiped clean. It needed it! “Tho junior 
had seen threo pirates fail under that 

‘and not ono of them stirred 


gain. 
“Tiie saropan vanished, in a chorus of 
yells and howls and shrieks, and Mr. 
Wun calmly: directed his attendants to 
throw tho piratos who had fallen on 
board, into tho river. "Th janiors 
Turned their heads while thet was done. 
‘Then tho dock was mopped clean; 
lanterns that had ‘been knocked over 
vrorg relighted: the howse-boat glided 
gently on under tho stars, and tho 
Strains of the lute wero heard again. 
“My only bat! waid Bob Cherry, 
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wiping the perspiration from his face, 
tts tho juniors sat down again on their 
heap of cushions. “We wore just saying 
how peaceful it was——” 

“"Tho poacefulness, on second 
thoughts, Jp not. tertific.” remarked 
Hurreo Jainset Ram Singh. 

“I don’t think I shall trust Chineso 

cacefulness. again!” murmured 
“It's ratner too exciting.’ 

“T say, you fellowe—” 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo}, You're too late 
for the ‘scrap. Bunter.”” 

* Are they--are they gone?” 

“Tho gonefulness is terrific.” 

“J—I went to look for a—a weapon, 

ou koow! 


‘answored Bob, 


“Pm sure you'd nover 
have found thet jolly old weapon till 
it was over. 


“Ha, ha, hal” 
The tani lanced at Mr. Wun 
C juniors glanced at Mr. Was 
Chung Lung. He was sitting ‘fo 
i 


fae0, 


Chines gentleman. o 
Greyfriars woro not able to take it 
aquite,'s0"calmiy, “and their glance 
Foved continually "into the dusky 
shadows of the river a3 the hovso-boat 
Che-kinng, 


of Kwang-tung. 
‘THR-END. 
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